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Or,  “BE  SURE  YOU’RE  RIGHT,  THEN  GO  AHEAD” 


By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I.— A  Waif  of  the  Praire. 


The  country  west  of  the  Missouri  river  was 
but  little  developed  at  the  date  of  the  occur¬ 
rences  herein  to  be  first  recorded.  True  it  was 
that  a  few  hardy  and  adventurous  pioneers  had 
penetrated  the  wild  western  wonderland  and  es¬ 
tablished  themselves  far  from  the  confines  of 
civilization  on  the  sunset  side  of  the  great  river. 
But,  for  the  most  part,  the  Indians  and  the  wild 
beasts  held  undisputed  possession  of  the  grand 
forests  and  vast  prairies.  White  trappers, 
tempted  by  the  abundance  of  game,  ventured  oc¬ 
casionally  to  set  their  beaver  traps  along  the 
Missouri,  and  the  Indians,  who  resented  any  en¬ 
croachment  on  their  hereditary  domain,  were 
ever  alert  to  discover  the  palefaces  and  give  them 
battle. 

As  yet  no  treaty  had  been  consummated  with 
what  were,  in  the  thirties,  denominated  the  “far 
Western  tribes,”  and  the  red  sons  of  the  soil  had 
not  yet  been  taught  the  power  of  the  men  of  the 
East.  Toward  the  close  of  a  day  in  the  year 
1823,  when  the  summer  was  passing  into  fall, 
and  the  first  tints  of  winter  coloring  began  to 
paint  the  forest,  two  men  were  riding  at  head¬ 
long  speed  over  the  prairies  west  of  the  Missouri 
Ine  horsemen  were  in  the  heart  of  the  most  dan¬ 
gerous  Indian  country,  and  their  costume  indi¬ 
cated  that  they  were  hunters  and  trappers.  The 
two  white  men  were  pursued  by  Indians,  but  the 
fatter  had  been  so  well  distanced,  thanks  to  the 
superior  speed  of  bordermen’s  horses,  that  they 
looked  like  a  long  line  of  pigmies  on  the  western 
horizon. 


The  foremost  of  the  two  white  horsemen  was  a 
y*  estem  character  justly  celebrated  everywhere 
a  a  scout,  Indian  fighter  and  brave,  resolute 
i  He  was>  in  truth>  the  great  Davy  Crockett. 
J  he  hero  of  the  Creek  war  and  of  a  hundred 
cee  ri  of  valor  was  in  the  very  prime  of  life,  and 
•c  looked  the  ideal  of  manhood  developed  by  an 
stance  such  as  Nature  meant  should  be  the 
/  rnan.  I  ne  comrade  of  Davy  Crockett  was 
Plainsman  and  trapper  called  Ben 
rtn*  *“•  friend*  had  been  prospecting 
‘/if  *4J3»oun  in  the  service  of  the  govern- 
.’table  location  for  the  establish- 
Lfor\  ?nd  tra,h,n2  post  Just  after  the 

.  'rrl  V;  thf;  tv'o  -couts  were 

T  Kw*  a.  Iarge  band  of  mounted  Indians. 

rVlkR,  ty  r°f'  ?,,mb?rs  Precluded  all  thoughts 

aindi  Crockett  and  his  old 
1  comrauc  wneeled  their  horses  as  the  In¬ 


dians  came  at  them  and  fled  for  their  lives.  The 
pursuit  had  been  swift  for  a  long  time,  and  it 
was  still  persistent.  The  Indians,  though  so  far 
in  the  rear,  hung  upon  the  trail  of  the  two  white 
men  tenaciously,  as  though  they  were  confident 
of  running  them  down  in  the  end.  And  such  a 
result  seemed  impossible. 

But  nevertheless  Davy  Crockett  and  his  com¬ 
panion  did  not  seem  entirely  satisfied  as  to  the 
issue.  They  glanced  backward  anxiously  from 
time  to  time,  and  Davy  Crockett  said,  breaking 
the  silence  which  had  lasted  for  some  time: 

“1  don’t  like  the  way  the  reds  keep  after  us. 
I’m  afraid  the  rascals  are  planning  some  way  to 
catch  us  we  do  not  suspect.  Possibly  the  critters 
are  acting  on  my  own  motto,  ‘Be  sure  you’re 
right,  then  go  ahead.’  ” 

?  “I  reckon  there’s  some  devilment  in  ther  minds 
o’  ther  varmints,  or  they  wouldn’t  hang  on  arter 
us  as  they  do.  But  skulp  me  fer  a  squaw-man  if 
I  kin  cipher  out  ther  game,”  rejoined  Ben  North. 

Just  as  the  old  scout  spoke,  Davy  Crockett 
drew  rein  so  abruptly  that  his  horse  reared  upon 
his  hind  legs  and  stood  for  a  moment  almost 
erect. 

“What  is  it,  pard?”  cried  Ben  North,  in  star¬ 
tled  tones. 

For  answer  Davy  Crockett  backed  his  horse  a 
few  paces,  and  then  leaping  to  the  ground,  raised 
a  small  object  m  his  arms  from  out  the  tall 
prairie  grass. 


,  -u-  i,  ih  y  ®xc Hen  North,  as  the  object 
which  Davy  Crockett  had  lifted  up  from  the  path- 
way  of  his  horse  began  to  cry  lustily. 

aT^hlt®  b°y  b?by,  as  sure  as  you  live, 
rn nrn  pn ^  T 1  ®aw  him  when  I  did.  Another 
rnCJ  ^  should  have  ridden  right  onto 
him,’  replied  Crockett. 

“Strayed  from  some  emigrant’s  camp,  I  reck¬ 
on,”  Ben  suggested. 

this5?”8’  S°  1  think  Hkely‘  Bllt  hold!  what’s 


uavy  Crockett  had  caught  sight  of  a  slip  of 
Papoi  pinned  to  the  little  one’s  frock. 

letter,  as  I  live!”  he  added,  removing  the 
paper’  wmle  the  child,  who  was  a  sturdy  little 
fellow  probably  about  four  years  of  age,  con¬ 
tinued  to  vocally  demonstrate  the  excellence  of 
hjs  lungs. 

‘‘What  does  the  writin’  tell  about?  Read  it 
0  pard,  and  be  as  ouick  as  you  kin,  fer  the 
ied  are  gamin  ,  now  that  we  hev  waited,”  said 
Hen  iNorth,  glancing  backward  at  the  Indian 
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Thus  adjured,  Davy  Crockett  hastily  read  the 
note  which  he  had  taken  from  the  gc*.i  me^t  of 
the  little  waif,  thus: 


“Our  train  was  attacked  half  an  hour  ago  by 
a  band  of  Indians  and  white  renegades.  1  saw 
my  husband  shot  down,  and  a  massacre  of  our 
people  began  by  the  enemy.  In  tne  confusion  I 
crept  away  with  my  boy  baby,  but  my  little 
daughter  is  in  the  hands  of  our  enemy.  Among 
the  attacking  party  I  saw  Dunn  Vanmere,  and  I 
believe  he  instigated  the  attack,  and  that  he 
means  to  exterminate  my  family,  that  his  oath 
may  be  kept  and  that  he  may  claim  my  chil¬ 
dren’s  inheritance.  Gonzales,  the  Mexican,  is 
■with  Vanmere,  and  they  are  working  in  unison. 
I  mean  to  make  my  way  to  the  nearest  settle¬ 
ment,  but  should  I  fall  by  the  way  I  pray  Heaven 
my  boy  may  survive,  and  that  some  kind  soul 
mav  find  and  take  care  of  him. 

“MARIAN  V.  CHESTER.” 


“This  proves  villainy  has  been  at  work  here. 
What  has  become  of  the  child’s  mother?  Where 
are  the  authors  of  the  crime  that  has  left  this 
innocent  little  one  alone  on  the  plains  at  the 
mercy  of  fate  ?  By  ail  the  powers  that  be,  friend 
North,  I’d  like  to  seek  the  trail  of  the  white 
renegades  and  follow  it  until  the  rascals  were 
hunted  down,  but  the  army  of  redskins  hunting 
us  makes  that  impossible.  However,  I'll  save  the 
child.  Now  to  go  on  in  our  race  again.  ‘Be 
sure  you’re  right,  then  go  ahead’!”  said  Davy 
Crockett  earnestly. 

Then,  putting  the  letter  carefully  away  in  his 
pocket,  he  mounted  his  horse  with  the  child  in 
his  arms,  and  rode  forward  again  at  full  speed. 
Ben  North  closely  followed  his  leader,  but  glanc¬ 
ing  back  at  the  pursuing  Indians  again  presently, 
T10  cried  ont* 

“Traps  and  guns!  The  reds  have  turned  aside, 
and  they  are  makin’  for  the  timber  over  yon¬ 
der.” 

The  old  scout  pointed  to  the  belt  of  woods  to 
the  south  and  rear  of  them.  Davy  Crockett  turn¬ 
ed  in  his  saddle,  and,  glancing  backward,  saw  that 
it  was  as  Ben  North  had  affirmed.  The  Indians 
were  riding  into  the  cover.  The  great  plainsman 
shook  his  head  doubtfully. 

“I  can’t  believe  the  reds  have  given  up  the 
chase  after  following  it  so  long,”  he  said. 

“Neither  can  I.  We’ll  see  ther  varmints  ag’in, 
or  I’ll  miss  my  guess,”  assented  North. 

The  two  scouts  did  not  allow  their  animals  to 
flag,  but  urged  them  to  maintain  their  high  rate 
of  speed.  Perhaps  half  a  mile  had  been  trav¬ 
ersed,  when  all  at  once  the  peaceful  quietude  of 
the  vast  plains  wras  broken.  A  pandemonium 
of  yells — the  wild  war-whoops  of  the  savages — 
rang  out  in  triumphant  tones,  and  the  two  white 
fugitives  saw  the  Indians  burst  out  of  the  tim¬ 
ber  again. 

“Traps  an’  guns!  The  reds  have  got  fresh 
horses!”  fairly  yelled  old  Ben  North. 

Such  was  the  actuality.  The  Indians  reappear¬ 
ed  all  mounted  on  perfectly  fresh  ponies. 

“I  understand  all  about  it.  I  see  why  the  In¬ 
dians  followed  us  so  persistently.  They  saw  our 
course  -was  leading  in  the  direction  of  their 
summer  camp,  where  they  knew  they  could  get 
a  relay  of  mustangs,”  cried  Davy  Crockett. 

“Yes,  the  summer  camp  of  the  reds  is  in  the 


timber  yonder,  I  make  no  doubt,”  assented  North, 
while  he  looked  to  his  rifle. 

“We  shall  have  to  fight,  and  our  horses  will 
soon  fail  us.  The  fresh  ponies  the  Indians  have 
secured  will  enable  them  to  run  us  down.  Our 
only  chance  is  to  reach  yonder  cover  ahead  of 
the  reds,  and  make  a  stand  in  the  timber,”  said 
Davy  Crockett  earnestly. 

With  this  he  urged  his  horse  forward  anew 
with  voice  and  spur.  Ben  North  did  the  same, 
and  right  nobly  the  animals  responded  to  their 
master’s  eft'orts.  But  now  the  Indians  steadily 
gained.  Davy  Crockett’s  eyes  began  to  flash. 
The  battle  spirit  was  rising  in  his  heart,  and  he 
lashed  the  little  waif  to  the  saddle,  and  then, 
without  slackening  his  speed  in  the  least,  he 
turned  and  discharged  his  rifle  at  the  fierce  pack 
of  human  wolves  who  were  howling  on  his  trail 
now  close  behind.  Ben  North  imitated  Davy 
Crockett’s  example.  The  two  rifles  cracked  al¬ 
most  simultaneously,  and  two  Indian  ponies  gal¬ 
loped  riderless  away.  But  still  the  pursuers  came 
on.  They  returned  the  shots  of  the  white  fugi¬ 
tives  with  a  volley  of  bullets  and  arrows,  and 
then  a  running  fight  was  kept  up  until .  Davy 
Crockett  and  his  comrades  had  almost  arrived  at 
the  confines  of  the  timber,  which  was  their  ob¬ 
jective  point. 

Then  the  Indians  suddenly  halted,  as  a  band  of 
a  score  or  more  of  white  trappers  all  at  once 
emerged  from  the  cover.  At  once  the  tables 
were  turned.  The  Indians  cared  not  to  engage 
in  a  battle  in  which  there  would  be  anything 
approaching  equality  of  numbers,  and  so  they 
wheeled  their  ponies  and  flogged  them  furiously 
away  toward  their  summer  encampment  again. 
The  whites  did  not  pursue  far.  Davy  Crockett 
and  North  soon  found  themselves  riding  leisurely 
in  company  with  their  friends.  Crockett  was  al¬ 
ready  a  power  in  frontier  politics,  and  one  of  the 
most  popular  men  of  his  day,  and  when  pres¬ 
ently  he  told  the  story  of  the  finding  of  the  little 
waif,  his  remarks  were  received  with  a  hearty 
cheer,  for  he  said  in  conclusion: 

“I  mean  to  be  a  foster-father  to  the  poor  little 
fellow  and  make  him  a  real  ‘Davy  Crockett,  Jr.’” 

The  great  scout  and  border  statesman  had  al¬ 
ready  acquired  the  faculty  of  expressing  himself 
properly,  and  he  had  lost  much  of  the  rude  meth¬ 
od  of  speech  which  had  characterized  his  earlier 
days.  Contact  with  men  of  education  had 
wrought  this  change  in  the  scout,  but  he  had  not 
changed  in  character.  He  was  the  same  brave- 
hearted  fellow  that  he  always  was,  and  the  little 
waif  could  scarcely  have  fallen  into  better  hands. 
And  Davy  Crcokett  took  the  little  one  home  with 
■him,  mentally  vowing  that  he  would  some  day 
help  him  call  the  enemies  who  had  done  so  great 
a  wrong  to  account.,  and  solve  all  the  mystery 
which  to  a  certain  extent  surrounded  him. 

But  the  years  went  by  and  Davy  Crockett,  Jr-j 
as  every  one  called  him,  grew  to  be  a  fine,  manly 
lad  of  seventeen,  and  yet,  despite  the  fact  that 
he  had  made  earnest  efforts  to  do  so,  D»v>' 
Crockett,  Sr.,  had  learned  nothing  further  re¬ 
garding  the  history  of  his  adopted  son,  whom  he 
had  grown  to  love  as  "well  as  though  he  had  b^n 
of  his  own  flesh  and  blood.  Young  Davy  Crock¬ 
ett,  Jr.,  had  acquired  all  Iris  foster-father’s  won¬ 
derful  skill  with  the  rifle,  and  he  was  as  brave 
and  resolute  as  the  old  border  hero  himselt. 
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Davy,  Jr.,  resided  with  his  foster-father  in 
Weakly  county,  Tennessee,  and  now,  when  thir¬ 
teen  years  have  elapsed  since  he  was  found  alone 
on  the  plains,  we  reintroduce  him.  Davy  is 
standing  under  a  great  tree  in  front  of  the  Crock- 
i  ett  homestead  just  at  the  close  of  day  reading  a 
letter  traced  in  a  girlish  hand  and  addressed  to 
himself,  which  a  colored  man  had  just  brought 
from  the  county  post  office,  seven  miles  distant. 
I  Davy’s  bright  face  assumes  a  troubled  look  as  he 
reads,  and  his  high,  intellectual  brow  becomes 
clouded  as  he  masters  the  contents  of  the  missive 
to  the  end.  The  boy  has  received  startling  news 
— information  of  the  fact  that  his  girlish  sweet¬ 
heart,  from  whom  he  parted  a  few  months  since, 
is  in  great  peril. 


I  CHAPTER  II. — Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  to  the  Rescue. 

It  is  now  the  year  1835,  and  the  struggle  for 
Texan  independence  has  commenced.  Already 
1  the  patriots  of  the  northern  portion  of  the  terri¬ 
tory  claimed  by  Mexico,  which  has  long  since 
been  created  into  the  State  of  the  Union  called 
1  Texas,  had  met  the  Mexican  forces  in  battle  and 
blood  had  been  shed.  The  gallant  Texan,  General 
Burlinson,  was  in  command  of  the  patriot  forces, 
and  as  the  sympathies  of  the  citizens  of  the 
:  United  States  were  naturally  with  the  cause  of 
freedom,  many  adventurous  spirits  from  “the 
i  States”  had  joined  Burlinson’s  army,  and  under 
“the  Lone  Star  flag”  were  assembled  such  men 
as  General  Sam  Houston,  Colonel  Bowie,  Travis, 
Deaf  Smith,  the  mysterious,  silent  scout,  and  a 
host  of  other  border  heroes,  whose  names  are  re¬ 
corded  upon  the  pages  of  history. 

Some  three  months  previously  to  the  evening 
!  when  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  was  reading  the  letter 
which  occasioned  him  so  much  uneasiness,  Samuel 
i  Worth,  an  old  neighbor  and  warm  friend  of  the 
i  Crocketts,  had  emigrated  to  Texas.  With  the 
settler  had  gone  his  only  daughter,  fair-haired 
little  Lucy  Worth,  just  one  year  Davy,  Jr.’s  ju¬ 
nior,  and  his  boyish  heart’s  ideal  of  all  that  was 
good  and  beautiful.  The  separation  of  the  youth- 
,  ful  lovers  was  a  bitter  trial  to  them  both,  but 
there  had  been  a  tender  parting,  and  mutual 
,  avowals  of  constancy  and  faith.  Lucy  had  since 
written  frequently  to  Davy  from  her  far-distant 
home,  near  Bexar  on  the  San  Antonio  river,  and 
those  missives  had  been  to  the  lad  the  source  of 
his  greatest  pleasure  and  consolation.  Since  the 
revolt  of  the  Texans  and  the  inauguration  of  hos¬ 
tilities  by  the  Mexicans,  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  had 
experienced  considerable  anxiety  on  account  of 
Lucy  Worth  and  her  family.  The  young  borderer 
was  aware  that  the  Mexicans  regarded  all  Amer-  . 
ican  settlers  with  suspicion  and  distrust,  and  that 
many  outrages  had  been  perpetrated  by  the  Mex¬ 
ican  against  innocent,  inoffensive  emigrants 
from  the  States. 

Davy,  Jr.,  had  entertained  great  fears  for  the 
security  of  Lucy  and  her  family  for  a  long  pe¬ 
riod.  but  it  was  not  until  now  that  the  positive  ' 
assurance  of  their  danger  had  reached  him.  He 
was  putting  away  his  letter  when  the  clatter  of 
horse.}’  hoofs  sounded  on  the  highway  beyond  the 
g  ite  and  Davy  Crockett,  Sr.,  rode  up,  dismount- 

:  and  having  thrown  the  reins  to  a  colored 
wmnt,  came  to  Davy,  Jr.,  and  said  heartily: 

“How  are  you,  lad?  How  are  you?  I’m  right 


glad  to  get  home  again,  and  I’m  not  sorry  to  tell 
you  that  since  I’ve  lost  the  race  for  Congress, 
the  second  term,  I’ve  found  a  new  field  for  my 
services.  But  you  look  troubled  and  down-heart¬ 
ed,  my  lad.  What  has  occurred?” 

Davy  Crockett  had  been  defeated  as  a  candi¬ 
date  for  a  second  term  in  Congress  some  time 
previously,  and  that  circumstance  had  somewhat 
embittered  him.  Davy,  Jr.,  was  aware  that  his 
foster-father  had  been  on  the  alert  to  discover 
some  opening  where  his  abilities  might  be  appre¬ 
ciated. 

“I  have  bad  news.  I  have  just  received  a  let¬ 
ter  from  Lucy.  Shall  I  read  it?”  replied  Davy, 

Jr. 

“By  all  means.  I  hope  no  serious  harm  has 
befallen  our  friends,  but  there  are  desperate  do¬ 
ings  going  on  down  in  Texas  now,  boy.” 

Davy  opened  his  girlish  sweetheart’s  letter 
again  and  read  it  thus: 

“Bexar?  Texas,  Nov.  1,  1835. 

“Dear  Davy: 

“I  write  this  under  circumstances  of  great  dan¬ 
ger.  Father  has  been  arrested  by  the  Mexican 
authorities  and  thrown  into  prison,  and  myself 
and  the  rest  of  the  family  are  closely  watched 
and  forbidden  to  leave  the  town.  A  great  danger 
threatens  me  personally.  It  is  a  fate  I  can  only 
contemplate  with  horror.  Victor  Gonzales,  the 
young  Mexican  of  whom  I  wrote  you,  has  at  last 
dared  to  show  his  real  character,  and  he  has  as¬ 
sured  my  father  that  my  father’s  life  can  only 
be  saved  by  my  becoming  the  bride  of  Gonzales. 
Oh,  Davy,  is  there  no  other  salvation  for  my  poor 
father — no  escape  for  me?  I  am  praying  that 
you  and  Colonel  Crockett,  your  brave  foster-fa¬ 
ther,  may  come  to  the  rescue. 

“Your  loving  LUCY.” 

“By  the  powers  that  be,  lad,  this  seems  like  a 
coincidence  planned  by  the  fates  themselves.  I’ve 
just  accepted  a  commission  of  colonel  in  the 
Texan  army,  and  I’m  going  to  Texas  to  help  fight 
for  liberty  against  the  treacherous  greasers,”  ex¬ 
claimed  the  senior  Crockett. 

“Then  I’ll  go  with  you.  Do  not  say  no.  To¬ 
gether  we  will  work  to  save  Lucy,  and  rescue 
her  innocent  father  from  a  Mexican  dungeon!” 
cried  Davy,  Jr.,  with  enthusiasm. 

“Yes,  you  are  worthy  of  my  name,  my  boy, 
and  it  will  be  as  you  say.  You  shall  go  with  me 
to  Texas,  and  we’ll  do  our  best  to  serve  Lucy  and 
her  father,”  replied  Davy,  Sr. 

“You  make  me  very  happy.  I  am  ready  to 
meet  any  danger  and  do  battle  manfully  for  the 
sake  of  the  friends  we  mean  to  save.  But,  fa¬ 
ther,  what  are  you  muttering  about?  Why  do 
you  keep  repeating  the  name  ‘Gonzales,’  which 
Lucy  mentioned  in  her  letter?”  said  Davy,  Jr., 
as  he  heard  his  foster-father  say  in  an  under¬ 
tone  after  he  last  addressed  him: 

Gonzales,  Gonzales — the  name  is  certainly  the 
same.” 

I  was  thinking  of  the  past,  Davy — of  the  mys¬ 
tery  concerning  yourself,  which  remains  now  as 
it  was  when  P  found  you  alone  on  the  plains,  a 
mere  babe,  thirteen  years  ago.” 

“And  the  name  Gonzales  was  mentioned  in  the 
letter  you  found  with  me.  I  recollect  that  my¬ 
self.  Can  it  be  that  we  have  at  last  found  a 
trace  that  may  lead  to  further  discoveries?  You 
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have  often  told  me  the  story  of  how  you  found 
me  on  the  plains,  but  I  wish  you  would  repeat  it 
again,  and  let  me  again  read  the  letter  written 
by  my  mother,  of  whom  my  recollection  is  but  an 
almost  forgotten  dream.” 

“I’ll  tell  it  all  over  again,  Davy.  But  first  let 
us  enter  the  house  and  read  your  poor  mother’s 
letter  ^ 

Davy  Crockett,  Sr.,  led  the  way  into  the  house, 
and  took  from  a  desk  an  old  leather  pocketbook, 
in  which  he  had  carefully  kept  the  letter  he  had 
found  upon  the  person  of  his  adopted  son  thir¬ 
teen  years  before.  Together  he  and  Davy,  Jr., 
read  it. 

“My  mother  plainly  states  that  one  Dunn  Van- 
mere  was  the  deadly  enemy  of  my  family,  and 
that  a  Mexican  by  the  name  of  Gonzales  was  his 
confederate.  And,  further,  that  my  little  sister 
was  in  their  power,”  said  Davy,  Jr.,  when  he  had 
read  his  mother’s  letter. 

“Oh,  how  often  I  have  longed  to  leam  the 
whole  truth,  to  know  what  my  mother’s  fate 
was,  and  what  become  of  her  and  my  little  sis¬ 
ter!  One  or  both  may  still  be  living — living  in 
the  power  of  merciless  enemies.  Oh,  I  would 
make  any  sacrifice  to  find — to  save  them!”  the 
lad  continued. 

“I  know  that,  my  noble  boy,  and  we  will  hope 
for  the  best.  If  the  young  Mexican  villain,  Vic¬ 
tor  Gonzales,  is  a  relative  of  the  Gonzales  men¬ 
tioned  in  your  unfortunate  mother’s  letter,  we 
shall  find  it  out  when  we  are  down  in  Texas.” 

“We  must  do  so.  That  investigation  must  be 
a  leading  purpose  with  us.  If  the  men  who 
planned  the  doom  of  my  family  are  yet  living,  it 
shall  be  the  dominant  purpose  of  my  life  to  find 
them,  to  hunt  them  down — to  bring  them  to  jus¬ 
tice!” 

“Well  spoken,  Davy,  and  you  can  always  count 
on  the  old  friend  of  your  life  to  stand  by  you. 
But,  my  lad,  it’s  clear  that  the  only  way  in 
which  you  can  discover  the  truth  about  yourself 
and  family  is  to  find  Dunn  Vanmere  and  Miguel 
Gonzales  and  compel  them  to  reveal  their  guilty 
secrets.” 

“Yes,  that  is  the  only  way.  I  fervently  hope  I 
may  be  successful.  How  often  has  my  fancy 
peopled  my  vision  with  the  faces  of  my  lost 
loved  ones.  In  my  dreams  I  have  seen  the  sweet 
face  of  my  mother  like  an  angel,  hovering  above 
and  keeping  watch  and  ward  while  I  slumbered. 
Shall  we  ever  meet  in  life?  Alas,  no  man  can 
say.” 

Davy,  Jr.,  spoke  feelingly,  and  his  foster-fa¬ 
ther,  respecting  his  emotion,  was  silent  for  the 
time.  Presently,  however,  he  resumed  the  con¬ 
versation,  saying: 

“Deaf  Smith,  General  Sam  Houston’s  great 
scout  and  death  shot,  will  accompany  us  to  Tex¬ 
as.  I  met  him  at  the  courthouse  yesterday  and 
he  is  on  his  way  to  join  the  Texan  army,  having 
been  East  on  some  secret  mission  connected  with 
the  Texas  cause,  I  take  it.” 

“Good!  Deaf  Smith  is  a  wonderful  man,  and  I 
am  sure  we  could  not  have  a  braver  comrade.” 

“That’s  a  fact,  and  Smith  is  not  the  only  brave 
man  who  will  accompany  us.  Ben  North,  my 
old  prairie  pard,  is  a-going  along,  too.” 

“Better  yet.  We  shall  have  a  famous  com¬ 
pany.” 

“True  enough.  You  see,  Ben  has  heard  that 


Scar  Face,  the  Comanche  chief,  is  in  Texas  with 
his  band  fighting  on  the  side  of  the  Mexicans. 
I  believe  old  Ben  would  follow  Scar  Face  to  the 
ends  of  the  earth.” 

“Yes.  It  seems  Ben  North  has  resolved  to  hunt 
down  the  Indian  and  make  good  his  oath  before 
he  dies.” 

“So  it  does,  and  it  will  be  a  good  thing  for  us 
to  have  such  assistance  as  old  Ben  can  give  in 
the  work  of  rescue  and  discovery  we  have  to  do 
in  Texas.  The  ways  of  Providence  are  mighty 
mysterious  and  past  finding  out,  and  when  we 
least  expect  we  may  strike  the  trail  of  the  two 
rascals  we  want  to  find.  But  we  must  go  slow 
and  stick  to  my  motto — ‘Be  sure  you’re  right, 
then  go  ahead.’  ” 

“Yes,  father.  But  the  enemies  of  my  family 
will  make  a  desperate  fight  against  us  if  we  find 
them.  They  are  prompted  by  mercenary  mo¬ 
tives,  and  such  are  ever  most  powerful  with  men 
of  their  stamp.” 

“No  doubt.  The  scoundrels  have  your  inheri¬ 
tance — yours  and  your  lost  little  sister’s — and 
they  will  not  want  to  give  it  up.” 

“But  we  will  make  them  do  so.” 

“Yes.  Now  to  consider  our  journey  to  Texas. 
Deaf  Smith  and  Ben  North  will  be  here  at  my 
plantation  to-night,  and  in  the  morning  we  start; 
so  you  see  we  will  have  none  too  much  time  for 
our  preparation.  We  shall  go  down  the  Missis¬ 
sippi  from  Memphis  by  boat  to  New  Orleans,  and 
then  strike  across  to  Texas  territory.” 

There  was  some  further  conversation,  and  an 
hour  or  so  later  Deaf  Smith  and  Ben  North  ar¬ 
rived  in  company  at  the  Crockett  homestead. 
Deaf  Smith  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  and 
mysterious  characters  whose  name  is  recorded  in 
United  States  history.  Of  his  antecedents  noth¬ 
ing  seems  to  have  been  known.  He  claimed  to 
be  entirely  deaf,  and  also  dumb.  But  the  histo¬ 
rian  seems  to  throw  a  doubt  upon  the  truth  of 
this,  and  hints  that  Smith’s  assumption  of  the 
infirmities  mentioned  was  a  rule;  yet  he  fails  to 
explain  whyfor.  It  is  known  positively,  however, 
that  Deaf  Smith  was  a  most  daring  scout,  and 
one  of  the  most  desperate  fighting  men  on  the 
border. 

He  never  missed  a  shot,  and  had  more  than 
once  single-handed  defeated  a  dozen  foes.  In 
hand-to-hand  fights  he  had  no  equal,  and  he  was 
a  terror  to  his  enemies — the  Mexicans,  against 
whom  he  was  intensely  vindictive.  Deaf  Smith 
was  tall,  muscular,  and  straight  as  an  Indian, 
dark  in  complexion,  and  his  face  was  a  powerful 
and  strongly  marked  one.  Ben  North  was  a  typi¬ 
cal  borderman.  But  his  appearance  has  changed 
since  the  time,  thirteen  years  ago,  when  we  first 
-introduced  him  to  our  readers. 

Upon  their  arrival,  Deaf  Smith  and  Ben  North 
are  met  upon  the  veranda  by  Davy,  Jr.,  and  his 
foster-father.  Old  Ben  takes  off*  his  coonskin 
cap,  and  then  we  see  that  the  top  of  his  head  is 
nude,  presenting  a  singular  appearance,  being, 
in  fact,  a  red,  corrugated,  scarred  surface.  The 
fact  is,  Ben  North  has  been  scalped  since  we  saw 
him  last.  Davy,  Jr.,  and  Colonel  Crockett,  as 
Davy,  Sr.,  is  now  generally  called,  shakes  hands 
all  round,  and  old  Ben  says,  indicating  his  scalp¬ 
ed  head :  * 

“I’m  a-goin’  arter  it — my  skulp,  I  mean.  Old 
Scar  Face,  the  pizen  Comanche  who  lifted  my 
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hair,  backed  bv  half  a  hundred  other  red  niggers 
and  left  me  fer  dead,  still  carries  my  topknot  at 
his  hr  t  an’  he’s  down  in  Texas.” 

Da'.  ,  Jr.,  smiled,  for  he  knew  that  old  Ben, 
who  was  a  queer  character,  had  sworn  a  tre¬ 
mendous  oath  that  he  would  recover  his  lost  scalp 
and  take  Scar  Face’s  own  scalp  as  an  act  of 
vengeance.  That  night  the  plans  of  the  party 
were  discussed  at  length,  and  preparations  for 
departure  on  the  morrow  were  duly  made.  Ben 
North  already  knew  as  much  of  Davy,  Jr.'s,  his¬ 
tory  as  the  lad  himself  was  conversant  with,  and 
Deaf  Smith  was  acquainted  with  the  same  in 
writing.  The  two  scouts  both  were  also  inform¬ 
ed  of  the  peril  of  the  Worth  family  at  Bexar, 
and  Deaf  Smith  and  the  scalped  man  became 
indignant  when  they  learned  of  the  outrage  of 
which  the  Mexicans  had  made  an  American  citi¬ 
zen  the  victim. 

Both  affirmed  their  determination  to  stand  by 
Davy,  Jr.,  and  his  foster-father  and  assist  them 
in  accomplishing  the  rescue  of  the  imperilled 
American  family.  The  next  morning  the  party 
started  for  Memphis,  and  they  accomplished  the 
journey  in  safety.  The  boat  they  were  to  take 
passage  on  did  not  leave  until  the  day  after  the 
arrival  of  the  Crocketts  and  their  comrades  in 
Memphis,  and  so  they  put  up  for  the  night  in 
that  important  river  town.  At  the  hotel  they 
met  a  stranger,  who  became  a  member  of  their 
party. 


CHAPTER  III. — Treachery  at  Work. 

The  stranger  to  whom  we  have  alluded  intro¬ 
duced  himself  to  Davy  Crockett,  Sr.,  under  the 
name  of  Ralph  Marrow.  The  arrival  of  the  cele¬ 
brated  southwestern  politician  and  scout,  Col¬ 
onel  Davy  Crockett,  in  Memphis,  had  caused  quite 
a  manifestation  of  public  interest,  and  Ralph 
Marrow  was  one  of  many  to  whom  the  old  hero 
seemed  to  be  an  object  of  particular  attention. 
But  although  Ralph  Marrow  was  a  guest  at  the 
hotel  in  Memphis  when  Davy  Crockett,  Sr.,  and 
his  party  arrived  there,  he  had  not  manifested 
much  interest  in  the  great  borderman  until  he 
learned  that  he  was  bound  for  the  “Lone  Star 
State”  to  take  part  in  the  struggle  for  Texan 
independence.  On  the  night  of  the  arrival  of  the 
Crocketts  at  the  hotel  in  Memphis,  they,  in  com- 
any  with  Deaf  .Smith  and  Ben  North,  were 
olding  an  animated  discussion  in  a  private  apart¬ 
ment  assigned  to  their  use. 

It  was  only  a  chance  circumstance,  but,  in  the 
j  light  of  subsequent  events,  it  must  be  regarded 
as  a  fatality  that,  as  was  the  case,  Ralph  Mar¬ 
row  occupied  the  apartment  adjoining  the  room 
!  in  which  Davy,  Jr.,  and  his  friends  were  convers- 
!  ing.  Only  a  thin  board  partition  separated  the 
two  room3,  and  as  Ralph  Marrow  sat  silently  in 
h  apartment  that  evening,  he  distinctly  heard 
i  the  voices  of  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  and  his  friends. 
“Yes,”  Colonel  Davy  was  saying,  “we’ll  strike 
for:  e  good  lusty  blows  for  the  cause  of  freedom 
in  Texas,  once  we  get  there,  and  Lucy  Worth 
b.n<  e  -  father  shall  be  rescued.” 

Ralph  Marrow  heard  every  word,  and  he  gave 
;  a  x(\ den  ar.d  violent  start  indicative  of  intense 
i  surprise. 

“What  is  this — Davy  Crockett  bound  for  Texas 


and  in  the  interest  of  the  Worths?  By  all  the 
fates,  this  discovery  is  an  important  one!  I 
must  hear  more,”  said  Ralph  Marrow  mentally. 

Pie  continued  to  listen,  and  he  overheard  every 
word  of  the  following  conversation: 

“You  tell  me  the  name  of  the  young  Mexican 
who  has  imprisoned  Lucy  Worth’s  father  is  Gon¬ 
zales.  The  same  name  as  that  of  the  varmint 
yer  poor  mother  said  in  the  letter  found  on  you, 
Davy,  Jr.,  when  we  picked  you  up  on  the  plains 
thirteen  years  ago,”  said  Ben  North. 

“Yes,  Gonzales — Miguel  Gonzales,  was  the  name 
my  mother  wrote,  and  her  letter  said  that  Gon¬ 
zales  was  the  confederate  of  Dunn  Vanmere,  the 
scoundrel  who  planned  the  massacre  of  which,  so 
far  as  we  positively  know,  I  am  the  sole  sur¬ 
vivor,  although  I  hope  my  little  sister,  of  whom 
my  mother’s  letter  told,  may  survive.” 

“And  your  real  name  is  Chester,  we  know, 
since  your  mother  signed  her  name  to  the  letter — 
Marian  Chester.” 

“Yes,  and  I  may  presume  that  Dunn  Vanmere 
and  Miguel  Gonzales  are  now  in  possession  of 
my  rightful  inheritance.” 

“Traps  an’  guns,  boy!  I  reckon  we  are  a-goin’ 
ter  strike  the  varmints’  trail  in  Texas.  It  would 
do  the  old  man  almost  ez  much  good  to  drop  the 
sights  on  them  two  skunks  as  it  would  to  lift  old 
Scar  Face’s  hair  an’  git  back  my  own  skulp.” 

Just  then  a  servant  entered  to  say  that  a  num¬ 
ber  of  citizens  had  called,  and  were  in  the  public 
parlor  waiting  to  pay  their  respects  to  Colonel 
Crockett.  The  conversation  ceased,  and  the 
Crockett  party  descended  to  the  public  parlor. 
Hearing  them  pass  out  into  the  hall,  Ralph  Mar¬ 
row  silently  pushed  the  door  of  his  room  ajar, 
and  himself  unseen,  obtained  a  good  view  of  the 
face  of  Davy,  Jr.,  as  he  went  by.  The  sight  of 
the  handsome  face  of  Davy,  Jr.,  seemed  to  im¬ 
press  the  stranger.  An  expression  of  singular 
intelligence  and  recognition  came  upon  his  fea¬ 
tures,  and  yet  Ralph  Marrow  had  never  seen  the 
lad  before. 

He  closed  the  door  when  Davy  and  his  com¬ 
rades  had  passed  out  of  sight,  and  then  began 
to  pace  the  length  of  his  room  in  a  way  that 
betokened  mental  excitement.  Had  any  one  ex¬ 
amined  certain  documents  which  he  carried  on 
his  person,  they  would  have  learned  that  Ralph 
Marrow  was  really  an  agent  of  the  Mexican  gov¬ 
ernment,  who  had  been  on  an  important  mission 
in  the  Eastern  manufacturing  cities,  to  make  con¬ 
tracts  for  arms  and  ammunition.  As  Ralph  Mar¬ 
row  paced  his  room,  he  muttered: 

“I  have  discovered  a  secret  of  importance  to 
certain  friends  of  mine,  it  seems.  I  have  over¬ 
heard  enough  to  guess  all  the  rest.  Ah!  now  I 
fancy  I  understand  why  the  lad,  Davy  Crockett, 
Jr.  s,  face  seemed  so  familiar.  He  strikingly  re¬ 
sembles  the  young  girl  Ethel,  whom  Dunn  Van- 
mere  has  always  called  his  own  daughter.  The 
source  of  Vanmere’s  and  Gonzales’  fortune  I  now 
believe  I  know,  and  if  I  do  not  turn  all  this  to 
good  account,  I  am  not  Ralph  Marrow.” 

In  the  morning  the  conspirator  introduced  him¬ 
self  to  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  and  his  friends.  The 
impostor  claimed  that  he  sympathized  ardently 
with  the  Texan  patriots,  and  stated  that  he,  too, 
was  bound  for  the  Lore  Star  State  to  fight  under 
tlie  new  banner  of  liberty.  Ralph  Marrow  was 
believed,  and  Colonel  Crockett  and  Davy,  Jr., 
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cordially  invited  him  to  join  their  party  and  be¬ 
come  a  comrade  of  theirs.  This  invitation  Mar¬ 
row  feigned  to  accept  in  the  same  spirit  that 
prompted  it,  and  so  when  the  Crockett  party  left 
the  town  of  Memphis,  Ralph  Marrow  was  with 
them. 

Rut  already  the  confidential  agent  of  the  Mex- 
can  Government  was  hatching  a  dark  plot  that 
threatened  the  doom  of  Davy,  Jr.,  and  all  his 
comrades.  Riding  his  time,  Ralph  Marrow  play¬ 
ed  his  part  well  during  the  voyage  down  the  river 
to  New  Orleans.  Rut  when  at  length  the  patriots 
had  left  that  city  and  all,  well  mounted,  found 
themselves  on  Texan  soil,  and  journeying  in  the 
direction  of  Rexar,  expecting  to  meet  General 
Rurlinson’s  army  on  the  San  Antonio,  Ralph 
Marrow  thought  the  time  had  come  for  the 
treacherous  act  he  had  determined  upon. 

One  night,  Davy,  Jr.,  and  his  friends  halted 
at  an  isolated  ranch  kept  by  an  honest  American. 
Weary  with  the  day’s  travel,  all  the  party  save 
Ralph  Marrow  slept  tranquilly  and  with  no 
thought  of  danger.  The  Mexican  agent  was 
alert  and  wakeful. 

“Now  is  the  time  to  carry  out  my  plan;  I’ll 
give  the  Crockett  party  the  slip  before  dawn,  and 
make  my  way  to  Rexar  and  warn  Dunn  Vanmere 
and  Gonzales  that  the  boy,  Davy  Crockett,  Jr., 
whom  they  have  so  much  reason  to  fear,  is  com¬ 
ing.  Then  if  I  mistake  not,  a  Mexican  ambush 
will  be  set,  and  not  one  of  the  Crockett  party 
will  escape  alive.  Colonel  Gonzales  has  a  des¬ 
perate  band  of  irregular  troopers  at  his  com¬ 
mand,  and  they  will  fall  upon  the  hated  ‘Amer¬ 
icanos’  like  a  pack  of  wolves.” 

Silently  Ralph  Marrow  left  the  Texan  ranch. 
His  own  horse  was  an  inferior  animal,  and  so  he 
took  the  fine  Kentucky  steed  belonging  to  Davy, 
Sr.,  and  before  the  new  day  dawned,  lie  was  far 
from  the  ranch.  Of  course,  Marrow’s  flight  was 
discovered,  and  when  it  was  known  that  he  had 
stolen  Colonel  Davy’s  horse,  pursuit  was  insti¬ 
tuted.  Colonel  Davy  purchased  a  new  horse  of 
the  rancher,  and  led  the  pursuit,  followed  by  the 
others. 

“It’s  clear  Ralph  Marrow  is  a  treacherous  snake 
as  well  as  a  horse  thief,  but  I  never  would  have 
thought  it,”  said  Davy,  Jr. 

“fes;  and  if  we  don’t  catch  him,  the  chances 
are  he’ll  bring  the  Mexicans  down  on  us  before 
we  can  reach  Rurlinson’s  command,”  replied  Col¬ 
onel  Davy. 

The  sky  was  overcast  and  threatening  when 
the  pursuit  of  Ralph  Marrow  began.  Toward 
nightfall,  while  yet  the  chase  continued  and  the 
vast  solitudes  of  the  great  Texan  pampas  was 
the  trailing  ground,  the  first  snowstorm  of  the 
season  set  in.  It  soon  became  difficult  to  follow 
the  trail,  and  at  last  it  was  entirely  obliterated 
Davy,  Jr.,  had  fallen  behind  the  rest,  and  alight¬ 
ed  to  tighten  the  saddle  girth  and  knock '  the 
snowballs  from  his  horse’s  hoofs,  and  while  he 
was  thus  engaged  his  companions  passed  out  of 
sight  in  the  storm-driven  shadows  of  closing 
night  ahead. 

When  Davy  remounted  and  resumed  his  ride 
the  snow  was  falling  faster  than  ever,  and  the 
darkness  was  almost  complete.  Davy  urged  his 
horse  to  increased  speed,  but  he  did  not  overtake 
the  others,  and  ere  long  he  knew  that  lie  had 
strayed  from  their  trail.  The  lad  shouted  loudly. 
At  first  no  response  was  returned,  but  presently 


a  voice  reached  his  hearing.  Davy  was  surprised, 
for  the  voice  was  not  only  a  strange  one,  but  its 
clear,  musical  tones  were  those  of  a  young  girl. 
Davy  urged  bis  horse  in  the  direction  whence  the 
cry  emanated,  and  then  in  a  moment  or  so,  as 
the  cry  was  repeated,  he  came  upon  a  young  girl 
who  knelt  beside  a  muffled  form  that  was  half 
covered  with  the  white  flakes  of  the  storm. 

“Oh,  sir!”  cried  the  maiden,  as  she  saw  Davy, 
Jr.  “My  father  is  ill  and  he  can  go  no  further. 
Will  you  not  help  us?  We  are  traveling  on 
foot.” 

As  the  girl  spoke,  from  a  distance  came  a 
chorus  of  fierce  wolf  howls.  Davy  had  heard  the 
voices  of  the  wolves  before  that  evening,  and 
now  they  seemed  to  be  nearer.  He  shuddered 
and  clutched  his  rifle  with  a  firmer  hold,  for  he 
knew  that  at  this  season  of  the  year  the  half- 
famished  prairie  wolves  were  to  be  greatly 
dreaded. 

“Oh,  the  wolves!  The  wolves  are  coming!” 
cried  the  girl,  in  terror,  before  Davy,  who  was 
now  struck  dumb  with  amazement,  because  he 
recognized  the  maiden’s  voice,  could  reply  to  her 
appeal  for  help. 

“Lucy!  Lucy!  Don’t  you  know  me?”  cried 
Davy,  leaping  from  his  horse. 

The  girl  sprang  to  her  feet,  a  glad  cry  burst 
from  her,  and  she  sprang  into  the  lad’s  arras. 
Davy  had  providentially  stumbled  upon  Lucy 
Worth  and  her  father  when  they  needed  him 
most. 

“We  are  escaping  from  the  Mexicans — from 
Rexar  and  its  dung-sons,  out  of  which  my  father 
broke.  Help  me  to  save  him,  Davy!”  cried  Lucy, 
in  a  moment. 

“I  will!  I  will!”  replied  Davy.  “Rut  we  must 
hasten  to  gain  some  place  of  shelter.  The  wolves 
will  soon  overtake  us.  Do  you  know  of  any  cover, 
any  habitation,  near?” 

“A  friend  of  Rexar  told  me  of  a  deserted  cabin 
near  here*  I  had  hoped  to  reach  it  before  this. 
It  cannot  be  that  we  have  strayed  far,”  answered 
Lucy. 

Then  having  somewhat  revived  her  father, 
Davy  assisted  him  and  Lucy  to  mount  his  pow¬ 
erful  steed,  and,  leading  the  animal,  he  set  out 
through  the  storm  to  find  the  deserted  cabin, 
while  the  howls  of  the  wolves  drew  nearer  and 
nearer  momentarily.  And  meanwhile  the  escape 
of  Samuel  Worth  and  his  daughter  had  been  dis¬ 
covered  by  the  Mexicans,  and  they  were  in  pur¬ 
suit  of  the  fugitives  led  by  Miguel  Gonzales  and 
Dunn  Vanmere — the  very  men  Davy  Crockett,  Jr., 
had  vowed  he  would,  if  need  be,  search  the  world 
over  to  find. 

The  Mexicans  were  caught  in  the  storm  and 
veiy  near  the  fugitives,  when  Davy  came  upon 
them;  they  were  now  in  search  of  the  very  shel¬ 
ter  which  the  brave  lad  was  seeking.  Onward 
through  the  storm  toiled  Davy,  leading  his  dou¬ 
bly  burdened  horse,  and  fortunately  he  had  not 
proceeded  more  than  half  a  mile  when  he  stum¬ 
bled  upon  the  hut  he  was  in  search  of.  The  roof 
was  high  and  the  entrance  was  formed  to  admit 
a  horse  and  rider,  for  the  cabin  was  intended  to 
shelter  man  and  beast  alike.  Davy  led  the  horse 
inside  the  cabin  and  closed  the  door.  There  was 
fuel  at  hand,  and  in  a  moment  or  so  he  had  a 
great  fire  blazing  on  the  hearth.  He  placed  Lu- 
cy’s  father  before  it,  and  the  maiden  knelt  be¬ 
side  her  parent. 
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\earer  and  nearer  came  the  wolves  meanwnile. 
The  howling  pack  made  a  fierce  pandemonium  as 
thev  came  on.  They  had  the  scent  oi  their  prey, 
orwi  Daw  knew  they  must  soon  reacn  tne  ca.rn. 
He  looked  about  for  the  bar  with  which  the  door 
was  wont  to  be  secured,  as  he  knew  by  the  pres¬ 
ence  of  the  iron  loops  on  the  door  and  side,  i  he 
bar  was  gone! 

“There  is  no  way  to  secure  the  door!  cried 
Davy,  and  as  he  spoke  the  vanguard  of  the  wolf¬ 
ish  legion  came  crashing  against  the  door  and  it 
flew  open.  Davy  drew  a  revolver  in  each  hand 
and  discharged  a  volley  of  shots  that  hurled  the 
wolves  back,  and  he  slammed  the  door  shut.  But 
against  it  the  wolves  came  again,  and  they  thrust 
their  heads  in  between  the  logs  and  snapped  and 
snarled  in  fury. 

“Oh,  Heaven!  Mercy!  Who  will  save  us  now! 
cried  Lucy. 

“The  strong  arm  of  a  backwoods  boy!  shouted 
Davy,  in  tones  of  inspiration,  as  he  thrust  his 
right  arm  through  the  iron  loops  made  for  the 
bar  of  the  door. 

The  famine-maddened  wolves  continued  their 
furious  attack  upon  the  door  of  the  deserted  cabin 
in  which  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  and  the  fugitives 
from  the  Mexican  prison  had  sought  shelter.  But 
Daw  stood  firm.  His  strong  right  arm,  which 
served  in  lieu  of  a  bolt  for  the  door,  was  bruised 
cruelly,  and  the  iron  loops  cut  into  his  flesh  deep¬ 
er  and  deeper,  causing  pain  and  swelling.  The 
saturnalia  of  the  wolves  continued,  the  pande¬ 
monium  went  on,  and  Lucy  Worth,  kneeling  be¬ 
side  her  father,  heard  and  saw  with  feelings 
which  can  scarcely  be  described.  She  realized  the 
full  magnitude  of  the  danger,  and  she  justly  ap¬ 
preciated  and  understood  Davy’s  heroism.  Never 
had  the  noble  border  boy  been  dearer  to  the 
maiden,  never  had  she  understood  the  grand  no¬ 
bility  of  his  character'  and  his  chivalrous  cour¬ 
age  as  now,  while  his  flesh  made  a  barrier  be¬ 
tween  her  and  a  dreadful  death.  But  it  seemed 
that  in  the  end  the  strength  of  the  noble  boy 
must  fail,  and  there  was  light  cause  to  antici¬ 
pate  the  arrival  of  assistance.  The  cabin  was 
isolated  and  remote  from  all  other  habitations  on 
those  bleak,  storm-swept  Texan  plains.  Seldom 
now  did  any  one  save  the  marauding  Indians 
pass  that  way,  and  least  of  all  in  a  night  of 
terrible  storm  was  any  one  likely  to  come  that 
way. 

Davy  Crockett  thought  of  all  this  as  he  stood 
guarding  the  door,  and  there  was  a  bitter  feel¬ 
ing  akin  to  despair  in  his  stout  heart  as  he  re¬ 
flected  upon  the  issue.  Lucy  Worth  had  been 
taught  to  depend  upon  a  power  above  that  of 
man  in  time  of  greatest  trial  and  danger,  and 
with  simple,  childlike  faith  she  supplicated  divine 
aid  as  3he  knelt  beside  her  father.  The  maid¬ 
en'  sweet  and  beautiful  face  had  assumed  a 
deathlike  pallor  and  Davy  saw  that  she  was  suf¬ 
fering  from  the  most  terrible  apprehension. 
Brave  boy  that  he  was,  he  forced  a  smile,  and 
sai d  hopefully: 

“You  see  how  well  I  hold  the  door  against  the 
howling  pack,  Luey.  They  cannot  force  their 
way  in,  so  quiet  your  fear.  This  night  of  dan¬ 
ger  must  come  to  an  end,  and  the  dawn  will 
•eatter  the  wolves.” 

“Oh,  Davy,  the  crisis  will  come  before  the 
*AV,*n,  I  fear.  You  cannot  endure  that  awful 


strain  upon  your  arm  the  livelong  night!  Hours 
must  pass  before  we  see  the  light  of  day.” 

“True.  But  while  we  keep  up  good  hearts, 
hope  will  help  to  sustain  us.  I  will  never  draw 
my  arm  aside  to  admit  the  wolves.” 

“How  brave!  How  noble  you  are,  Davy!  You 
are  enduring  torture  to  save  and  protect  my  fa¬ 
ther  and  myself.” 

Davy  forced  a  smile,  although  the  pain  which 
the  awful  cutting  pressure  on  his  arm  occasioned 
him  almost  compelled  him  to  groan  aloud. 

“The  wolves  are  powerful  creatures,  and  there 
is  some  strain  on  my  arm.  But  I  shall  get 
along  very  well  for  a  long  time  yet,  and,  who 
knows,  the  wolves  may  give  it  up  and  run  away 
before  daylight,”  he  said. 

Then,  while  he  concealed  as  well  as  he  could 
all  his  sufferings,  Davy  led  Lucy  on  to  tell  him 
how  her  father  had  come  to  be  imprisoned  by  the 
Mexicans,  and  how  his  escape  from  the  dungeon 
in  Bexar  had  been  accomplished. 

Lucy  told  Davy  their  escape  had  been  acom- 
plished  through  one  Ethel  Vanmere,  the  daugh¬ 
ter  of  a  man  named  Dunn  Vanmere,  who  was 
very  wealthy.  Ethel  had  furnished  money  to 
the  Mexican  officers,  who  conducted  them  beyond 
the  lines  and  let  them  escape.  At  the  mention  of 
the  name  Vanmere  Davy  gave  a  start  and  asked 
what  kind  of  a  girl  Ethel  Vanmere  was.  Lucy 
stated  she  was  a  good  girl  and  looked  very  much 
like  Davy.  Davy  wondered  if  she  could  be  his 
sister.  Lucy  also  stated  that  there  was  a  villain¬ 
ous-looking  Mexican  who  was  a  great  friend  of 
Dunn  Vanmere  whose  name  was  Gonzales.  Then 
Davy  knew  he  was  on  the  trail  of  the  murderer 
of  his  mother. 

Just  here  their  conversation  was  interrupted 
by  hearing  shots  outside  the  hut,  and  also  horses 
and  men.  Opening  the  door,  a  party  of  Mexi¬ 
cans  was  seen,  who  demanded  the  fugitives’  sur¬ 
render.  To  fight  against  such  a  large  body  of 
men  was  sheer  nonsense,  so  they  gave  up.  Davy 
was  disarmed. 

What  was  Lucy’s  horor  when  she  found  that 
the  party  was  commanded  by  Dunn  Vanmere  and 
Gonzales,  and  they  were  out  in  search  of  the 
fugitives.  Lucy  pointed  out  the  renegade  and 
his  companion  to  Davy. 

Vanmere  looked  at  Davy  and  asked  him  his 
name.  Davy  replied:  “Davy  Crockett,  Jr.” 

A;  young  dandy  named  Victor  Gonzales,  Mi¬ 
guel  s  son,  now  approached  Lucy  and  addressed 
her.  Lucy  turned  away  from  him.  He  persisted, 
however,  and  caught  hold  of  her  arm,  whereupon 
Davy  stepped  forward  and  knocked  him  down 
with  a  blow  of  his  fist.  Dunn  Vanmere  and  old 
Miguel  now  stepped  between  the  youths  and  fur¬ 
ther  encounters  were  stopped. 

The  fugitives  were  now  bound  and  the  party 
set  out  for  Bexar.  Soon  a  messenger  approached, 
stating  that  three  Americans,  probably  Burlin- 
son’s  scouts,  had  been  captured  by  Indian  al¬ 
lies,  and  one  of  the  scouts  was  Deaf  Smith  the 
Mexican  foe.  Soon  the  messenger  was  also  be¬ 
side  Davy.  Then  Davy  felt  his  bonds  cut,  and  a 
voice  said  close  to  his  ear: 

“Ride  for  your  life!”  Mystified,  Davy  urged 
his  horse  in  the  other  direction,  and  rode  as  fast 
as  the  horse  could  go.  The  Mexicans  gave  pur- 
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suit,  but  Davy  soon  outdistanced  them  on  his 
fleet  steed,  and  they  gave  up  their  chase. 

Soon  he  heard  firing  among  a  group  of  trees, 
and  out  toward  him  rode  Deaf  Smith  and  Den 
North.  When  they  came  up  to  him  Ben  North 
shouted:  “Scar  Face  and  his  band  were  too  many 
fer  us.  Your  foster-father  got  separated  from 
us,  and  we  fear  he  has  been  captured.  But  we 
will  rescue  him  yet.  Let  us  away  as  fast  as  we 
can  ride.”  v. 

After  riding  some  two  hours  they  came  to  a 
ranch  owned  by  a  man  named  Baker,  who  had  a 
bad  reputation  in  that  vicinity.  Baker  received 
our  friend  and  placed  food  before  them.  While 
they  were  eating  it  Baker  sent  a  messenger  to 
find  Gonzales’s  band  and  inform  him  he  had  Deaf 
Smith  and  two  other  men  quartered  at  his  ranch. 


CHAPTER  IV. — The  Mystery  of  a  Stranger. 

Lucy  Worth  and  her  father  were  very  much 
surprised,  as  was  natural  that  they  should  be,  of 
course,  when  they  saw  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  sud¬ 
denly  dash  away.  They  understood  that  the 
brave  lad  was  indebted  for  his  escape  to  the 
strange  Mexican  who  had  ridden  from  the  tim¬ 
ber.  His  conduct  was  mysterious  beyond  their 
power  of  explanation,  they  thought.  But  pres¬ 
ently,  when  the  pursuit  of  Davy  was  abandoned 
and  the  strange  Mexican  rode  back  to  them,  both 
were  thrilled  and  startled,  it  seemed,  as  they  ob¬ 
tained  a  better  view  of  his  face.  Lucy  and  her 
father  had  not  been  able  to  take  advantage  of 
the  desertion  of  their  guard,  for  not  only  were 
their  hands  bound,  but  their  horses  were  picket¬ 
ed  before  the  pursuit  of  Davy  was  undertaken. 

“It  is  he!”  said  Lucy  Woifh  to  her  father,  in 
startled,  trembling  tones,  as  she  obtained  a  good 
sight  of  the  face  of  Davy’s  liberator. 

Old  Samuel  Worth  uttered  a  half-stifled  cry 
as  his  eyes  became  rooted  upon  the  face  of  the 
stranger.  The  latter  came  closer  while  the  guards 
were  attending  to  their  horses,  and  whispered: 

“For  the  love  of  Heaven,  be  composed!  You 
have  recognized  me.  Do  not  betray  me!” 

“How  came  you  here?  I  thought  you  were  yet 
a - ” 

“Hush!  Do  not  breathe  that  word.  Know 
now  that  I’m  working  to  prove  my  innocence,” 
said  the  strange  Mexican. 

This  strange  Mexican,  about  whom  it  appeared 
there  was  some  mystery  and  a  secret  shared  by 
Lucy  and  her  father,  turned  away.  Gonzales, 
Dunn  Vanmere  and  their  followers  presently  rode 
up. 

“I  am  Leon  Marzani,  of  the  Mexican  army, 
senors,  and  I  am  en  route  for  Bexar  with  dis¬ 
patches  from  General  Santa  Anna  for  the  mili¬ 
tary  commander  of  the  fort,”  said  the  stranger. 

Thus  speaking,  he  handed  the  alcalde  two  doc¬ 
uments  stamped  with  the  arms  of  Mexico.  The 
alcalde  examined  the  papers  and  then  welcomed 
the  messenger  warmly. 

“The  dispatch-bearer  of  General  Santa  Anna  is 
welcome.  This  commission  tells- me  you  are  an 
aide-de-camp  on  the  staff  of  our  great  general,” 
he  said. 

“Yes,  I  have  that  honor,”  replied  the  other. 
Kfliir  mAAt.ino-.  T  think,  is  nnite  a  fortunate  one.” 


“True.  We  are  en  route  for  Bexar,  and  we 
shall,  therefore,  have  the  pleasure  of  your  on™ 
pany.” 

The  day  had  come,  and  the  bright  sunlight 
was  melting  the  snow  when  the  cavalcade  rode 
into  the  town  of  Bexar.  From  the  window  of  a 
pretentious  adobe  house  in  the  suburbs  of  the 
old  Spanish  town,  her  slender  form  and  beautiful 
face  well  concealed  by  the  lattice,  a  young  girl 
looked  forth  as  the  alcalde  passed  with  his  pris¬ 
oners.  The  maiden  at  the  window  was  she  who 
was  called  Ethel  Vanmere.  As  the  fair  girl  at 
the  lattice  saw  the  unhappy  prisoners  brought 
into  the  town,  she  clasped  her  hands  with  a  de¬ 
spairing  gesture.  A  look  of  deep  regret  fixed 
itself  upon  her  mobile  countenance,  and  she  mur¬ 
mured: 

“Oh,  cruel  fate!  Lucy  and  her  father  have 
been  retaken.  They  will  be  doubly  guarded  now, 
and  I  cannot  again  accomplish  their  escape.” 

Ethel  remained  at  the  window  until  the  caval¬ 
cade  had  passed,  and  then  she  turned  away  with 
a  sigh.  Lucy’s  father  was  returned  to  the  prison 
whence  he  had  escaped.  The  young  girl  was  al¬ 
lowed  to  return  to  her  cottage  home.  She  knew 
that  she  was  to  be  more  closely  watched  than 
ever,  and  that  there  was  little  hope  of  her  mak¬ 
ing  her  escape  unless  Davy  came,  or  another, 
whom  she  thought  had  a  secret  motive  in  com¬ 
ing  to  Bexar,  aided  her. 

The  young  Mexican  aide-de-camp  presented 
his  dispatches  to  the  officer  in  command  of  the 
military,  and  later  on  he  might  have  been  found 
in  a  wine  shop  much  frequented  by  the  soldiers 
of  the  Mexican  garrison.  The  evening  of  that 
day  had  come,  when  Lucy  heard  a  knock  at  the 
door  of  her  cottage,  whence  she  was  alone  with 
an  old  duenna,  or  Spanish  chaperon,  who  was  her 
constant  companion.  The  old  woman  opened  the 
door  and  Ethel  entered.  The  two  girls  loved  each 
other  as  sisters,  and  they  embraced  now  and 
kissed  affectionately.  Ethel  and  Lucy  were  pres¬ 
ently  left  alone  by  the  withdrawal  of  the  old 
duenna. 

“How  sorry  I  am  for  you,  dear  Lucy,”  said 
Ethel. 

“I  know  it,  Ethel.  You  are  my  only  friend.” 

“And  I  am  as  friendless  as  yourself.  Daily 
the  fears  with  which,  as  I  have  informed  you, 
the  man  who  claims  to  be  my  father  but  who 
let  out  the  secret  that  he  is  not  my  parent,  in¬ 
spires  me,  increase.” 

“We  will  hope  for  the  best.” 

Then  Lucy  told  of  their  capture,  and  of  Davy* 
probable  relationship  to  Ethel.  Lucy  had  not 
failed  to  tell  of  Davy  before  this,  but  she  had  not 
previously  thought  of  her  boy  lover  as  the  broth¬ 
er  of  her  dearest  girl  friend.  Of  course  the  news 
occasioned  Ethel  deep  emotion. 

“Oh,  I  pray  that  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  may  come 
to  rescue  us  both.  I  feel  that  he  is  indeed  my 
brother,  and  that  he  will  help  me  to  solve  the 
deep  mystery  which  I  have  long  thought  envi¬ 
roned  me,”  she  said.  S. 

But  leaving  Ethel  to  joyful  hopes  and  reflec¬ 
tions,  we  must  note  what*  was  transpiring  e'^- 
where.  At  the  very  time  when  Ethel  was  reced¬ 
ing  the  confidence  of  Lucy  Worth,  old  Missel 
Gonzales,  the  alcalde,  received  a  visitor  at  his 
dwelling.  The  arrival  was  one  of  the  guards  of 
the  prison  who  had  been  on  duty  the  precedes 
nie-lit  when  Lucv’s  father  made  his  escape. 
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“If  vou  please,  senor,”  said  the  guard,  when  he 
found  himself  in  the  presence  of  tne  alcalue,  or 
magistrate,  “Perri,  one  of  the  guards,  was  wound¬ 
ed  unto  death  in  a  broil  at  a  wine  shop  but  just 
now  The  good  Father  Absolem  has  confessed 
liini]  but  he  says  he  cannot  die  without  making 
a  special  confession  to  you.” 

**Ha!  Say  you  so!  Conduct  me  to  your  dying 

friend  at  once!” 


CHAPTER  V. — Ethel  Denounced — The  Spy. 

Miguel  Gonzales,  tire  Mexican  alcalde,  found 
himself  presently  at  the  bedside  of  the  prison 
guard  from  whom  this  world  was  fast  slipping 
away.  The  man  yet  possessed  the  strength  to 
make  his  confession.  He  stated  concisely  that  he 
alone,  and  none  of  the  other  men  on  duty  at  the 
prison,  was  guilty  of  a  dereliction  of  duty  in  the 
matter  of  the  Americano’s  escape. 

“It  was  my  love  of  gold  that  ruined  me.  The 
daughter  of  Senor  Vanmere,  the  Senorita  Ethel, 
gave  me  this  bag  of  gold  to  open  the  door  for 
tlie  Americano,  and  I  did  so  without  the  knowl¬ 
edge  of  any  of  my  comrades.” 

Thus  said  the  dying  guard,  giving  the  alcalde 
a  heavy  bag  of  gold  coin  which  he  had  concealed 
on  his  person.  As  he  last  spoke,  the  guard  saw 
a  man  coming  in  at  the  door.  That  personage 
now  advanced.  He  was  Dunn  Vanmere  himself. 
He  had  come  in  quest  of  the  alcalde,  and  had  ar¬ 
rived  at  the  door  just  in  time  to  hear  the  accusa¬ 
tion  of  the  guard,  to  hear  the  dying  man  accuse 
Ethel. 

“Can  it  be  he  speaks  the  truth?”  exclaimed 
Vanmere. 

“I  do,  I  do;  I  swear!”  said  the  dying  man, 
crossing  himself  devoutly. 

Vanmere’s  eyes  suddenly  brightened.  A  new 
thought  came  to  his  mind,  and  he  said  quickly: 

“Permit  me  to  examine  that  bag  of  money, 
Miguel.  To-day  I  missed  a  certain  amount  from 
my  treasure  chest.  All  the  stolen  coins  had  my 
private  stamp,  and  I  can  thus  recognize  them. 
Only  my  daughter  Ethel  has  access  to  the  money, 
and  if  this  money  is  from  my  chest  the  proof  of 
the  girl’s  treachery  and  treason  is  complete.” 

“Very  well.  Here  is  the  bag.” 

The  alcalde  surrendered  it  to  his  accomplice, 
and  Vanmere  opened  it  and  examined  the  coins  it 
contained. 

“Caramba!”  he  exclaimed,  using  the  Mexican 
word,  for  from  long  association  the  renegade  had 
acquired  the  methods  of  speech  of  his  compan¬ 
ions.  “It  is,  indeed,  true.  These  are  my  coins.” 

“Then  Ethel  is  guilty.  Ah!  you  know  the  pun¬ 
ishment  of  treason.  Come,  come,  friend  Van- 
mere,  I  would  have  a  few  words  with  you  in  pri¬ 
vate,  for  by  my  faith  I  think  the  time  has  come 
when  you  should  make  good  the  bargain  we  long 
ago  entered  into  regarding  the  girl,”  said  the 
alcalde. 

“You  mean  that  Ethel  must  immediately  be¬ 
come  your  wife?” 

_t  Yes.  I  have  a  thousand  fears  of  the  future, 
since  we  know  the  boy  we  believed  long  sinr*e 
flead  and  v  n0  now  calls  himself  Davy  Crockett, 
Jr.,  is  on  our  trail.” 

“It  snail  be  as  you  wish.  Repugnant  as  you 
Ethel,  she  will  choose  you  rather  than 


“Good!  Go  now,  my  comrade,  and  make  known 
to  the  girl  that  her  treason  has  been  discovered, 
and  that  she  can  only  avert  her  doom  by  yield¬ 
ing  to  my  proposal.” 

“I  will  do  so,”  assented  Vanmere,  and  he  hur¬ 
ried  in  one  direction  while  olcl  Miguel  went  in 
another. 

Then  out  from  behind  a  patriarchal  tree  which 
had  concealed  him  stepped  forth  the  mysterious 
Mexican,  Leon,  the  aide-de-camp.  He,  too,  de¬ 
parted  at  once,  and  his  course  was  that  taken  by 
Dunn  Vanmere,  whom  he  followed  as  stealthily 
as  an  Indian  trailer  could  have  done.  The  route 
of  Dunn  Vanmere  led  him  by  a  wine  shop.  In 
the  door  of  the  hostelry  stood  a  tall  Comanche 
Indian,  and  when  Leon,  the  aide,  went  by  on  the 
renegade’s  trail,  he  and  the  redskin  exchanged  a 
significant  signal.  But  to  follow  Miguel  Gon¬ 
zales.  He  had  not  gone  far  when  he  met  a 
mounted  man  accompanied  by  his  son  Victor. 

“Father!”  cried  Victor,  “this  good  fellow  comes 
from  the  ranch  of  our  kinsman,  Baker,  the  Amer¬ 
icano.  He  tells  me  Deaf  Smith,  another  one  of 
Burlinson’s  scouts,  and  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  are 
at  the  ranch.” 

“This  is  good  news.  Be  off  at  once  with  your 
company  of  lancers,  my  son,  and  let  not  this  op¬ 
portunity  to  capture  the  enemy  pass.  Of  all,  be 
sure  you  either  kill  or  capture  the  American  lad,” 
said  Miguel. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  Miguel  was  on  his 
way  toward  Baker’s  ranch,  at  the  head  of  a  score 
of  Mexicans.  The  real  truth  regarding  Baker 
was  that  he  had  married  a  Mexican  woman  who 
was  a  niece  of  old  Miguel’s,  and  that  he  was  a 
great  rascal.  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  with  Deaf 
omith  and  Ben  North,  still  remained  at  the  ranch. 
During  the  clay  following  the  night  of  their  ar¬ 
rival  they  had  made  a  scout  in  search  of  Davy 
Crockett  the  elder.  No  trace  of  Davy  Crockett, 
Sr.,  was  found,  and  the  party  returned  to  the' 
ranch  with  the  army  scout.  A  consultation  was 
nelci,  and  it  was  decided  to  make  the  ranch  their 
headquarters  while  further  search  was  made  for 
the  missing  man. 

Davy  was  all  impatience  to  go  to  Bexar  to  save 
Lucy  and  find  the  maiden  whom  he  believed  fo 
be  his  sister.  We  know,  too,  how  anxious  he  was 
about  his  foster-father.  Night  was  f allin p-  again 
when  Davy  was  making  certain  preparations  for 
a  secret  departure.  He  lay  down  to  sleep  until 
the  hour  arrived  when  he  must  start  on  his  per¬ 
ilous  mission.  He  soon  slumbered  soundly,  ^l! 
at  once,  when  it  seemed  to  him  he  had  just  closed 
nis  eyes,  he  was  awakened.  He  started  up  and 
saw  a  man’s  hand  protruding  through  the  door 
in  the  center  of  the  room  in  which  he  slept  alone. 

in  an  instant  Davy  was  on  his  feet,  and  his 
trusty  pistol  was  leveled  at  the  head,  which  he 
saw  at  a  glance  by  the  light  of  the  moon  falling 
through  the  window,  was  that  of  a  person  whom 
he  had  not  seen  at  the  ranch  before. 

“Hold!  For  God’s  sake,  don’t  shoot  a  fellow- 
countryman!”  exclaimed  the  intruder,  in  a  thrill¬ 
ing  whisper,  and  then  Davy  had  time  to  see  that 
a  board  in  the  floor  had  been  forced  up,  and  that 
it  was  through  the  opening  thus  made  the  head 
protruded.  But  as  the  stranger  spoke  a  chorus 
of  Mexican  shouts  rang  out.  There  sounded 
the  clatter  of  horsemen  at  full  speed,  and  glanc¬ 
ing  out  at  the  window,  Davy  saw  that  the  housa 
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was  surrounded  by  a  strong;  band  of  Mexicans, 
among  whom  he  recognized  his  enemy,  Victor 
Gonzales.  The  succeeding  moment  Deaf  bmitli 
and  Ben  North  leaped  into  the  room.  The  latter 
cried  i 

“We  are  caught  in  a  trap,  lad,  an’  we  hev  got 
ter  fight  for  life  agin  desperate  odds!” 


CHAPTER  VI. — Hemmed  in  by  the  Enemy. 

The  situation  in  which  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  and 
his  friends  found  themselves  upon  the  discovery 
of  the  Mexicans  who  had  surrounded  the  ranch 
was  one  of  the  greatest  danger.  The  ranch-house 
was  completely  surrounded  by  the  enemy,  and 
one  glance  from  the  window  sufficed  to  assure 
the  border  boy  and  his  comrades  that  there  was 
no  possibility  of  their  slipping  through  the  lines 
of  the  enemy  undetected.  As  Deaf  Smith  and 
Ben  North  so  abruptly  entered  Davy’s  room  at 
the  moment  when  the  lad  discovered  Victor  Gon¬ 
zales’  band  without  the  house,  the  stranger  drew 
himself  up  through  the  opening  in  the  floor. 

Deaf  Smith  uttered  his  peculiar  guttural  in¬ 
articulate  sounds,  and,  advancing,  grasped  the 
extended  hand  of  the  stranger,  and  it  was  clear 
tli at  the  two  men  were  friends  and  that  a  mutual 
recognition  had  been  made. 

“I  am  Richard  Winslow,  a  government  agent, 
and  I  was  captured  and  robbed  on  the  emigrant 
train  near  this  ranch  by  Baker  and  his  men  some 
time  since.  For  weeks  now  the  scoundrel  and 
traitor  has  kept  me  a  close  prisoner  in  a  room 
under  this  one.  To-night  I  forced  up  the  board 
in  the  floor,  fully  determined  upon  making  a  des¬ 
perate  venture  to  escape.” 

Thus  said  the  stranger,  speaking  very  rapidly, 
and  Deaf  Smith’s  fingers  worked  swiftly,  giving 
a  confirmation  of  the  man’s  identity.  He  was  a 
missing  government  agent,  for  whom  search  had 
been  made  by  the  authorities. 

“Baker,  the  ranchman,  is  in  league  with  the 
Mexicans,  and  more  than  that,  he  is  a  daring  road 
robber  and  brigand,”  added  Winslow. 

“Beavers!  Traps  an’  guns!  We  hev  been  tuck 
in  an  e’enmost  done  fer.  Ther  varmint  Baker 
probably  sent  fer  the  greasers!”  cried  Ben 
North. 

As  the  old  trapper  thus  spoke,  a  series  of  blood¬ 
curdling  Indian  yells  added  to  the  pandemonium 
without,  which  rendered  night  hideous.  From 
the  window  then  the  Americans  saw  a  band  of 
Comanche  Indians  approaching.  Even  at  a  con¬ 
siderable  distance  Ben  North  recognized  the  lead¬ 
er  of  the  savages. 

“Scar  Face  an’  his  scalpers,  by  heavens!  This 
means  we  are  to  be  more  tightly  hemmed  in  than 
ever,  but  if  I  kin  only  git  one  fair  shot  at  the 
copper-colored  critter  what  carries  a  white  gen¬ 
tleman’s  topknot  around  with  him,  this  will  be 
the  varmint’s  last  topic,”  said  the  trapper. 

“We  are  losing  precious  time.  Victor  Gonzales 
is  advancing.  Tne  treacherous  ranchman  will  ad¬ 
mit  the  enemy,  and  then,  indeed,  we  shall  be 
lost!”  cried  Davy. 

Then,  with  their  rifles  ready,  the  four  brave 
spirits  hastened  downstairs.  There  were  several 
guns  on  a  rack  at  the  foot  of  the  flight,  and 
Richard  Winslow  hastened  to  appropriate  one  of 


them  and  a  supply  of  ammunition  to  his  own: 
use.  The  ranch  was  a  square,  low  structure, 
strongly  built,  and  provided  with  loop-holes,  that' 
it  might  be  readily  defended.  Baker’s  men  did 
not  sleep  in  the  house,  but  were  quartered  in 
some  adjacent  log  cabins.  The  persons  who  re¬ 
sided  in  the  house  were  Baker,  his  Mexican  wife 
and  three  domestics — peon  women.  Davy  Crock¬ 
ett,  Jr.,  was  the  first  one  of  our  friends  to 
reach  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  and,  dashing  open  a 
door  at  the  end  of  a  short  passage,  he  sprang 
into  the  main  apartment  of  the  dwelling.  There 
he  saw  the  ranchman  and  the  renegade  already 
had  the  only  outside  door  of  the  structure  open, 
and  were  signaling  the  Mexicans  to  rush  into 
the  house.  Victor  Gonzales  was  within  rifle  range 
and  dashing  for  the  door  on  foot,  followed  by 
several  of  his  men,  who  had  also  dismounted. 

“Traitor!”  hissed  Davy,  rushing  at  Baker. 

The  scoundrel  turned  and  leveled  a  pistol  at 
the  border  boy,  but  at  the  same  instant  Deaf 
Smith’s  pistol  cracked  behind  the  lad,  and  the 
renegade  reeled  through  the  door  and  fell  heav¬ 
ily.  Quick  as  thought  Davy  gained  the  door  by  a 
single  leap,  and  closed  it  and  secured  it  by  means 
of  two  heavy  iron  bars  which  stood  near  and 
were  for  that  purpose.  Just  then  a  dark,  hand¬ 
some  Mexican  woman,  whom  our  friends  knew  to 
be  the  wife  of  the  ranchman,  rushed  into  the 
room,  attended  by  the  three  female  domestics  we 
have  mentioned. 

“Hostages  o’  war,  by  beavers!”  exclaimed  Ben 
North  facetiously. 

“Dastardly  Americanos!  Do  you  make  war  on 
women!  Let  me  pass!  Let  me  leave  the  house 
to  join  my  husband!”  said  the  Mexican  woman, 
facing  Davy  with  flashing  eyes. 

.  “You  can’t  go  out,”  said  the  boy. 

“No,  sartinly  not.  We  don’t  make  war  on 
women.  Oh,  no.  We  are  anxious  about  ye.  The 
fac’  is,  marm,  you  might  get  hit  by  a  stray  ball 
if  you  went  outside,”  said  Ben. 

“You  rude  wretch!  Let  me  pass,  I  say!” 

“Slow  an’  easy,  marm.  We  allers  look  out  fer 
the  fair  sex.  It’s  sort  o’  constitootional  fer  Amer¬ 
icans,  you  bet.  So  that  you’ll  be  sure  to  be  safe 
we  will  just  invite  you  an’  yer  wimin  folks  to 
step  inter  that  little  room  yonder.” 

Ben  indicated  an  interior  apartment  without 
windows.  Just  then  a  bullet  came  crashing  into 
the  room  through  a  loop-hole  and  the  missile 
hurled  itself  in  the  wall  close  by  the  Mexican 
woman.  The  three  domestics  uttered  screams  of 
terror  and  darted  into  the  apartment  the  trap¬ 
per  had  indicated.  Thus  deserted,  the  Mexican 
woman  reluctantly  followed  the  peon;  but  she 
turned  on  the  threshold  to  say: 

“You  Americano  villain!  My  husband  will  take 
vengeance  upon  you.  Ah,  if  I  were  a  man,  I 
would  teach  you  a  lesson.” 

“I’m  mighty  sorry  you  ain’t  a  man,  I  am  saf- 
tin.  Let  that  console  ye,”  said  Ben  ambigU' 
ously. 

The  woman’s  black  eyes  snapped  viciously,  but 
she  made  a  disdainful  gesture,  and  without  re¬ 
ply  passed  into  the  interior  room.  Ben  closed 
and  secured  the  door. 

“Now,  then,  we  are  in  fer  a  siege,  but  if  the 
worst  comes,  pards,  we’ll  jest  let  the  varmints 
outside  know  we  have  got  hostages,”  said  the 
old  trapper  meaningly. 
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The  half-breed  -woman  bowed,  and,  turning  to 
the  fair  young  girl,  she  said  harshly: 

“You  have  heard.  You  will  come  with  Ulga.” 

Compared  with  Ethel,  the  woman  was  a  giant. 
Resistance  the  girl  knew  would  be  futile.  With¬ 
out  a  word  she  arose  and  followed  the  dark  half- 
breed  Ulga  out  of  the  room.  Then  Dunn  Van- 
mere  hastily  left  the  house.  The  man  who  was 
playing  the  spy  outside  had  heard  all.  He  wait¬ 
ed  for  some  time  where  he  was.  Presently  he 
saw  a  light  in  a  window  directly  above  the  room 
Ethel  had  left,  and  the  sound  of  voices  told  him 
that  Ethel  and  the  half-breed  woman  were  now 
in  the  apartment  above. 

Then  he  stealthily  quitted  the  garden.  Near 
its  wall  he  found  the  tall  Indian  whom  he  had 
signaled  at  the  wine  shop,  and  the  two  held  a 
short  consultation.  Then  both  re-entered  the  gar¬ 
den. 

“We  will  rescue  Ethel  without  delay,”  said 
Leon. 

But  leaving  him  and  his  companion  to  under¬ 
take  the  risky  task  they  had  set  themselves,  we 
will  return  to  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.  Davy  wan¬ 
dered  on,  and  presently,  as  he  was  passing  a 
humble  cottage,  as  fortune  decreed,  he  saw  Lucy 
at  the  door.  He  approached  and  meekly  asked 
for  a  drink  of  water.  Lucy  did  not  recognize  him. 
But  he  came  closer  and  whispered: 

“I  am  Davy!” 

“Come  into  the  house.  No  one  must  observe 
you  talking  with  me.  I  am  closely  watched,  and 
all  my  friends  are  objects  of  suspicion  to  the 
Mexicans.” 

Lucy  instantly  led  the  way  into  the  house.  As 
he  passed  the  threshold,  Davy  cast  a  glance  back¬ 
ward  along  the  street,  but  he  saw  no  one.  Then 
he  closed  the  door  and  greeted  Lucy  affection¬ 
ately.  But  a  moment  later  a  cunning-looking  old 
peon  with  an  ugly  scar  on  his  face  glided  into 
view.  This  man  had  been  following  Davy  for 
some  distance.  He  now  crept  to  a  window  of 
Lucy’s  house.  Peering  in,  he  saw  Lucy  and  Davy 
and  heard  their  conversation. 

“Yes,  Lucy,  I  have  come  to  save  you.  This 
costume  of  the  dead  peon  boy  has  served  me  well. 
As  yet  I  am  sure  I  am  not  suspected,”  he  said. 

“Ah!  then  I  was  not  mistaken.  I  thought  I 
recognized  Neo’s  clothes.  So  this  stranger  has 
no  doubt  killed  my  boy.  But  Neo  shall  be  aveng¬ 
ed.  I’ll  give  the  alarm  and  bring  the  guard  to 
arrest  him,”  thought  the  peon  spy,  and  he  stole 
away  like  a  shadow. 

The  greatest  danger  yet  menaced  Davy  Crock¬ 
ett,  Jr.  Some  fifteen  minutes  passed,  and  then 
a  number  of  stealthily  moving  forms  came  creep¬ 
ing  toward  Lucy’s  house. 


CHAPTER  IX. — General  Burlinson’s  Young  Spy. 

Several  days  previous  to  the  occurrences  wre 
have  just  narrated,  an  incident  transpired  at  the 
headquarters  of  General  Burlinson  of  the  Texan 
army  v.  hich  we  must  make  a  record  of,  since  it 
relates  directly  to  future  developments  of  our 
sto jr y.  At  the  time  Burlinson’s  command  con¬ 
sisted  of  less  than  three  hundred  men.  The  gal¬ 
lant  patriot  commander  was  advancing  up  the 
San  Antonio  by  easy  stages,  living  off  the  coun¬ 
try  as  he  proceeded,  and  the  town  of  Bexar  was 


his  objective  point.  The  strong  fortress  of  Al¬ 
amo  was  in  the  town  of  Bexar,  on  the  river  which 
flows  through  the  place,  and  it  was  the  hope  of 
the  American  general  that  he  might  capture  the 
post.  Bexar  was  naturally  regarded  as  an  im¬ 
portant  stronghold,  whose  acquisition  by  the 
“Lone  Star  Brigade”  would  result  advantageously 
to  the  future  campaign.  Bexar  contained  a  pop¬ 
ulation  of  twelve  hundred  citizens,  all  native 
Mexicans  with  the  exception  of  a  few  American 
families  who  had  settled  there.  Besides  these, 
there  was  a  garrison  of  soldiers,  and  numerous 
traders,  who  resorted  to  the  town  from  the  bor¬ 
ders  of  the  Rio  Grande  as  their  nearest  depot 
for  American  goods.  The  site  of  the  town  was 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  of  the  Western  conti¬ 
nent.  The  climate  is  salubrious,  and  the  soil 
around  is  highly  fertile  and  well  calculated  for 
grain. 

Now  General  Burlinson  was  not  conversant 
with  all  the  particulars  of  the  place  he  had  set 
out  with  his  little  force  to  attack.  It  was  re¬ 
garded  as  highly  important  that  accurate  infor¬ 
mation  should  be  obtained  as  to  the  condition  of 
the  town,  the  plan  of  the  fortress,  the  number  of 
the  garrison,  and  other  particulars,  a  knowledge 
of  which  might  favor  an  attacking  force.  A  dar¬ 
ing  man — one  who  was  ready,  so  to  say,  to  take 
his  life  in  his  hands — was  needed  to  go  to  Bexar 
in  the  capacity  of  a  spy.  It  was  sunset  on  the 
San  Antonio,  and  the  Texan  army  was  encamped 
beside  the  river. 

At  General  Burlinson’s  tent  were  assembled  the 
leaders  of  the  expedition.  These  were  all  men  of 
force  and  resolution,  and  such  as  regard  personal 
courage  as  the  highest  virtue.  After  some  dis¬ 
cussion,  and  when  it  was  unanimously  decided  to 
send  a  spy  into  Bexar,  the  question  arose,  “Who 
shall  be  sent?” 

“I  should  delegate  the  perilous  mission  to  Deaf 
Smith  without  a  moment’s  hesitation  if  he  were 
present.  As  Smith  is  absent,  however,  I  scarce¬ 
ly  know  whom  to  select  among  so  many  brave 
men,”  said  the  commander. 

“Let  me  go,”  said  a  clear,  young  voice. 

General  Burlinson  and  his  fellow  officers  turn¬ 
ed  quickly  and  saw  a  young  man  standing  at  the 
door  of  the  tent  who  had  served  as  the  com¬ 
mander’s  aid. 

“A  thousand  pardons,  general,”  said  the  young 
man,  with  some  confusion  under  the  glances  of 
all  his  superiors.  “I  was  not  aware  that  you 
were  engaged.  You  ordered  me  to  report  at 
headquarters  at  this  hour.” 

General  Burlinson  smiled  and  said: 

“Since  you  have  overheard  us  and  evidently 
understand  what  we  desire,  come  in  and  hear 
more.  But  I  do  infer  that  you  are  serious  in 
volunteering  to  go  to  Bexar  as  a  spy?” 

“Certainly  I  am  in  earnest,  general.” 

“Are  you  sure  you  comprehend  how  great  the 
danger  you  will  be  called  upon  to  encounter  is?” 

“Yes,  and  I  court  the  peril,  because  if  I  suc¬ 
ceed  the  greater  will  be  the  honor  of  the  achieve¬ 
ment.” 

“True,  true.  But  you  are  young  and  inexperi¬ 
enced.  We  have  old  plainsmen  and  skilled  scouts 
among  us  who  would  go.” 

“But,  general,  you  must  allow  me  to  say  that  I 
am  not  without  peculiar  qualifications  for  this 
dangerous  service.” 
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“How  so,  Farwell?” 

“I  served  as  a  clerk  in  the  Mexican  capital  for 
a  time.  I  speak  the  language,  and  I  have  often 
been  told,  though  I  am  far  from  considering  it  a 
compliment,  that  I  resemble  a  Mexican.” 

“I  see  your  heart  is  set  on  this  thing.  You 
are  ambitious  for  fame.” 

“Say,  rather,  I  seek  justice.” 

“Justice?  Ah!  your  meaning  is  not  quite 
clear.” 

“That  is,  I  seek  to  help  the  cause  of  justice  for 
the  settlers  of  Texas,”  stammered  the  young 
volunteer. 

It  was  clear  that  he  had  some  deeper  meaning, 
some  ulterior  purpose,  but  he  was  not  asked  to 
disclose  it.  The  general  had  taken  a  fancy  to 
his  young  aide,  and  he  did  not  like  to  send  him 
on  this  perilous  mission.  But  he  saw  that  the 
young  man  was  full  of  enthusiasm,  and  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  reflection  caused  the  general  to  decide  to 
favor  his  wishes. 

“Very  well.  You  shall  go,  if  you  insist,”  he 
said. 

“Bravo!  I  thank  you  sincerely,  general.” 

“Now  draw  up  to  the  table  here  and  look  at 
this  map  of  the  country  which  we  have  just  been 
inspecting.  You  must  make  yourself  familiar 
with  the  route  you  have  to  traverse  in  order  to 
reach  Bexar.” 

Room  was  made  for  Farwell  at  the  camp  table, 
on  which  a  roughly  drawn,  but  none  the  less  ac¬ 
curate,  military  map  lay  spread  out.  Indicating 
the  various  points  he  mentioned  and  tracing  the 
route  with  a  pencil,  the  general  went  on  to  give 
the  volunteer  certain  directions  as  to  his  pro¬ 
posed  journey.  Then  he  received  explicit  instruc¬ 
tions  as  to  which  information  he  was  to  seek  to 
obtain  in  the  Mexican  stronghold. 

“When  can  you  start?”  finally  asked  the  com¬ 
mander. 

“To-night.” 

“Good.  I  have  no  more  orders  for  you,  and  so 
you  can  be  off  as  soon  as  you  please,”  said  the 
general. 

“It  will  not  require  much  for  me  to  complete 
my  preparations,  and  if  all  goes  well  before  mid¬ 
night  I  shall  set  out.” 

“Then  you  are  at  liberty  to  retire.  Good-by, 
my  brave  fellow,  and  may  success  attend  you.” 

“Thanks,  general;  I  will  do  my  best.” 

Then  Burlinson  and  his  fellow  officers  shook 
hands  warmly  with  the  youth,  whom  they  well 
knew  they  might  never  again  meet  in  this  life, 
and  Farwell,  the  aide,  went  forth  to  undertake 
the  greatest  mission  of  his  life.  The  silvery  moon 
and  the  myriad  twinkling  stars  looked  down  upon 
him,  and  the  soft  light  of  heaven  fell  upon  his 
uncovered  head,  as  he  also  went  out,  hat  in 
hand,  and  crowned  him  with  a  halo.  The  volun¬ 
teer  scout’s  face  was  alight.  Heroic  purpose 
shone  in  his  luminous  eyes,  and  he  muttered: 

“I’ll  convince  all  the  world  ye':  that  I  could  not 
be  a  traitor!” 

Then  he  took  from  his  pocket  a  printed  hand¬ 
bill,  and  read  it  over  with  a  darkening  face.  The 
wording  ran  thus: 

$200  REWARD! 

The  above  sum  will  be  paid  for  the  capture  of 
one  Paul  Worth,  who  deserted  froni  General  Sam¬ 
uel  Houston’s  army  and  went  over  to  the  Mexi¬ 


cans  on  September  8th.  It  is  feared  the  traitor 
Worth  may  reappear  in  Texas  as  a  spy  in  the 
service  of  Mexico. 

GENERAL  SAMUEL  HOUSTON. 

“In  camp  on  the  Rio  Grande,  September  15.” 

This  notice  had  evidently  been  struck  off  on 
some  frontier  printing  press,  for  it  was  not  de¬ 
void  of  errors.  The  young  man  saw  a  comrade 
approaching  as  he  concluded  the  perusal  of  this 
reward  notice,  and  he  hastily  concealed  it,  and 
at  a  quickened  pace  went  on  to  his  own  tent. 
When  he  was  alone  in  his  shelter,  the  volunteer 
spy  unrolled  a  poncho  or  Mexican  blanket,  and 
disclosed  a  full  suit  of  a  Mexican  soldier,  which 
wras  wrapped  up  in  the  poncho.  Having  exam¬ 
ined  them  and  looked  carefully  to  his  weapons, 
he  sauntered  out  with  the  blanket  bundle  on  his 
shoulders,  and  made  his  way  to  the  picketed 
horses  of  the  command. 

A  few  moments  later  he  was  riding  away  -with 
his  face  toward  Bexar.  The  sentinel  had*  stop¬ 
ped  him,  but  he  had  presented  a  pass  from  Gen¬ 
eral  Burlinson,  at  sight  of  which  the  sentry  step¬ 
ped  aside.  Then  on  rode  the  brave  young  Amer¬ 
ican  over  the  moonlit  plain,  and  he  knew  not  but 
he  was  going  to  his  death. 

We  must  now  turn  to  Leon  Marzoni  and  the 
tall  Indian  who  had  secretly  entered  the  garden 
of  Dunn  Vanmere.  There  soon  came  to  their  ears 
the  sound  of  clanking  swords  and  clattering 
hoofs.  “The  Mexican  patrol!”  said  Leon  to  his 
companion.  Then  they  dropped  over  the  wall  and 
hastened  to  cover.  After  waiting  a  while  and 
hearing  no  sounds  of  pursuit  they  made  their 
way,  at  the  tall  Indian’s  suggestion,  to  the  prison 
in  which  Samuel  Worth  was  confined.  It  was  the 
Alamo  prison,  one  of  the  worst  in  Mexico.  As 
Leon  glanced  at  the  frowning  walls  he  exclaimed: 
“God  save  the  innocent  captive!” 

The  tall  Indian  left  Leon  now,  promising  to 
meet  him  later  on. 

It  was  not  until  the  arrival  of  Davy  Crockett, 

Jr.,  at  Lucy’s  cottage  that  Leon  and  the  Indian 
again  met.  Their  purpose  was  the  rescue  of  Lucy 
and  Ethel. 

The  old  duenna  at  Lucy’s  house  came  into  the 
room  shortly  after  Davy’s  arrival  and  announced 
that  the  house  was  surrounded  by  Mexicans.  Lucy  ; 
concealed  Davy  in  a  secret  closet,  and  opened  the 
door  to  the  Mexicans.  The  house  was  searched, 
but  Davy  was  not  discovered  by  them,  and  they 
then  withdrew.  When  they  were  out  of  sight 
Lucy  released  Davy  and  escorted  him  to  a  gate  in 
the  garden  wall  which  she  opened  for  him.  He 
passed  through  and  into  the  presence  of  Leon  and 
the  tall  Indian  who  were  stationed  outside.  Davy 
recognized  Leon  as  his  deliverer  from  Gonzales’ 
band.  And  Leon  said:  “You  are  Davy  Crockett.” 

“Yes,”  answered  the  boy. 

At  that  the  disguised  Indian  sprang  forward. 


CPI  AFTER  X. — The  Indian  Unmasked — Reunion. 

“Davy,  Davy!”  exclaimed  the  seeming  Indian, 
and  his  arms  were  outstretched  toward  the  boy. 

The  sound  of  that  voice  thrilled  the  lad.  His 
heart  gave  a  great  leap.  Then  he  rushed  into 
the  embrace  of  the  comrade  of  Leon. 
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“Father!  Father!  So  I  have  found  you  at 
last!”  cried  Davy,  for  he  had  recognized  the  voice 
of  Davy  Crockett,  Sr. 

The  joy  of  that  meeting  may  be  imagined. 
Davy,  Sr*,  held  Davy,  Jr.,  off  at  arms’  length 
presently  and  looked  at  him.  Then  he  said: 

“Your  disguise  does  you  credit,  my  lad.  But 
now  tell  me  everything.  Hew  you  came  here, 
where  old  Ben  and  Deaf  Smith  are,  and  all  that 
they  have  done  since  we  separated,  and  then  I’ll 
tell  my  story.” 

Davy  quickly  and  concisely  related  all  the 
great  frontier  hero  wished  to  learn.  Then  Davy, 
Sr.,  spoke: 

“After  I  became  separated  from  Ben  and  Deaf 
Smith,  I  was  pursued  by  the  Mexicans  and  In¬ 
dians.  I  lost  my  way  a  bit,  and  finally  came  on 
a  solitary  Indian  scout.  We  had  a  hand-to-hand 
fight,  and  the  Indian  fell.  Then  I  appropriated 
his  clothing  and  his  box  of  war  paint.  In  the 
morning  I  disguised  myself,  and  resolved  to  make 
my  way  into  Bexar,  for  I  thought  the  chance  was 
an  excellent  one  to  get  near  Dunn  Vanmere  and 
Miguel  Gonzales,  the  alcalde.  It  was  my  purpose 
to  try  to  find  out  some  of  the  mystery  of  the 
past  in  which  your  life  is  enshrouded,  my  boy. 
In  Bexar  I  met  Leon.  We  had  met  before.  De¬ 
spite  his  disguise  I  recognized  Leon — for  you 
must  know  that  our  friend  is  in  disguise.  He  did 
not  know  me,  but  I  revealed  myself,  and  we 
agreed'  to  work  together.” 

Davy  Crockett,  Sr.,  gathered  the  information 
of  which  Leon  had  overheard  regarding  Ethel, 
Dunn  Vanmere’s  supposed  daughter.  Davy  pres¬ 
ently  understood  the  plot  of  the  old  alcalde  to 
make  Ethel  his  bride,  and  he  was  also  informed 
of  the  fact  that  Samuel  Worth  was  a  prisoner 
in  the  Alamo,  condemned  to  death.  The  precise 
time  set  for  the  execution  of  the  aged  American 
was  mentioned,  and  Davy,  Jr.,  then  exclaimed: 

“We  must  plan  a  rescue!” 

“The  Alamo  is  impenetrable,”  said  Leon. 

“I  do  not  mean  to  enter  it.  We  must  rescue 
Samuel  Worth  as  he  is  being  conducted  from  the 
prison  to  the  place  of  execution.” 

“I  had  thought  of  that.  Ah!  If  we  could  only 
introduce  our  prairie  pards,  Ben  North  and  Deaf 
Smith,  into  the  town  unsuspected,  we  would  be 
able  to  make  a  fight,”  said  Davy,  Sr.  Then  they 
conversed  for  some  time,  and  discussed  the  situ¬ 
ation  fully.  Presently  Davy,  Jr.,  who  had  been 
regarding  Leon  closely  for  some  time,  said: 

“I  do  not  wish  to  seek  a  confidence  which  you 
may  have  good  reason  to  withhold,  but  since  we 
are  now  comrades,  I  confess  I  am  curious  regard¬ 
ing  your  identity.” 

“T  will  trust  you  with  my  secret,”  replied  Leon. 

“Let  us  seek  shelter  from  discovery  in  yonder 
hut  at  the  end  of  the  wall  before  conversing  fur¬ 
ther,”  said  Davy,  Jr.  They  did  so.  Then  Leon 
started  to  tell  his  secret. 

E’;t  at  that  instant  the  trio  in  the  adobe  hut 
x-  c-re  r-tartled  in  the  most  thrilling  manner.  The 
door  of  the  hovel  was  dashed  open  and  a  muf- 
fh-o  female  form  sprang  into  the  room.  An 
<-  acu!ation  of  terror  escaped  the  lips  of  the 
woman  as  she  crossed  the  threshold,  and  she  sent 
an  apprehensive  glance  back  into  the  night.  Her 
mar  r  e.-  suggested  that  she  was  a  fugitive  close- 
,  •  .  .cd.  She  closed  the  door  as  the  inmates 
tr  '«•  a'iof.c  hut,  Parted  to  their  feet.  Then  be¬ 


fore  either  of  the  three  friends  could  utter  a 
word,  she  panted  out  the  startling  announce¬ 
ment: 

“I  am  a  hunted  woman.  Cruel  enemies  are  in 
pursuit  of  me.  I  listened  under  your  window  as  I 
crouched  against  the  wall  to  rest  for  a  moment, 
and  what  I  heard  told  me  you  are  Americans.” 

Davy  Crockett,  Sr.,  uttered  an  exclamation  of 
consternation.  But  at  that  instant  the  woman 
allowed  the  fold  of  the  mantle  that  had  covered 
her  face  to  fall  away,  and  Leon,  seeing  her  fea¬ 
tures,  exclaimed: 

“You  are  Ethel  Vanmere!” 

“I  am  so  called,”  answered  the  maiden. 

Davy,  Jr.,  had  his  gaze  riveted  on  the  beauti¬ 
ful  face  of  the  hunted  girl,  and  he  now  said: 

“I  am  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  though  I  am,  as  you 
see,  in  the  disguise  of  a  peon.” 

Then  he  introduced  his  foster-father  and  Leon. 

“You  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  of  whom  Lucy  Worth 
has  told  me!”  she  cried. 

“The  same;  and  I  believe  you  are  my  own  sis¬ 
ter,”  replied  Davy. 

“I  know  it,  and  I  have  secured  the  proof.  It 
is  here,  concealed  in  my  bosom.  At  last  I  se¬ 
cured  Dunn  Vanmere’s  guilty  secret,”  said  Ethel. 

“Can  it  be?”  cried  Davy  joyfully,  and  then  he 
took  the  fair  girl’s  hand  and  gave  her  a  broth¬ 
erly  kiss. 

“And  now  to  secure  yoiir  safety,”  said  Davy. 

“Is  the  enemy  likely  to  follow  you  here?”  asked 
Davy,  Sr. 

“We  had  better  leave  here,”  Ethel  answered. 

“Come,  then,  I’ll  lead  the  way.” 

Davy  Crockett,  Sr.,  opened  the  door  as  he 
spoke,  and  the  three  brave  spirits,  who  had  be¬ 
come  the  hunted  girl’s  protectors,  passed  with 
her  out  into  the  night.  Dangerous  indeed  was 
the  task  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  and  his  comrades 
had  set  out  to  accomplish.  The  Mexican  senti¬ 
nels  were  posted  thickly  all  around  the  town.  The 
guard  who  had  made  a  vain  search  for  Davy  at 
Lucy  Worth’s  cottage  had  warned  the  sentinels 
of  the  supposed  presence  of  an  American  spy  who 
might  try  to  pass  them  to  get  out  of  the  town. 

This  night  the  sentinels  were  more  than  ordi¬ 
narily  watchful  and  alert.  But  complete  dark¬ 
ness  favored  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.  He  and  his 
party  went  forward  toward  the  confines  of  the 
town  swiftly.  Davy,  Sr.,  led,  and  Davy,  Jr.,  and 
his  sister  came  next,  hand  in  hand,  while  Leon 
followed  .as  the  rear  guard.  Davy  Crockett,  Sr., 
had  previously  acquainted  himself  with  the  posi¬ 
tion  of  the  sentinels  whom  he  had  passed  when 
he  entered  the  town  as  an  Indian.  The  party 
were  close  to  the  line  when  they  heard  the  click 
of.  a  gun-lock  just  in  advance  of  them,  and  the 
voice  of  a  Mexican  sentinel  called  out: 

“Who  goes  there?” 


CHAPTER  XT. — Through  the  Enemy’s  Lines. 

When  the  challenge  of  the  guard  was  heard, 
Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  and  his  friends  halted  abrupt¬ 
ly,  and  not  a  sound  for  a  moment  broke  the 
profound  silence.  The  darkness  was  so  impene^- 
trable  that  it  was  impossible  for  the  sentinel  or 
the  Americans  to  discern  any  object  even  near 
at  hand  with  anything  like  certitude.  But  the 
keen-sighted  border  boy,  who  had  advanced  to 
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the  side  of  his  foster-father,  fancied  that  he 
could  make  out  the  shadowy  outlines  of  an  ob¬ 
ject  which  might  prove  to  be  a  human  form. 
Davy  whispered  to  the  old  frontiersman,  and 
giving  the  lad’s  hand  a  significant  pressure,  as  he 
whispered  back,  the  latter  stealthily  advanced. 

“Remain  here  and  keep  silent,”  Davy  Crockett, 
Sr.,  had  said. 

But  even  as  Davy’s  foster-father  began  his  ad¬ 
vance,  the  Mexican  sentinel’s  voice  was  heard 
again : 

“Advance  and  give  the  password,  or  I  fire!” 
he  called  out. 

But  Davy  did  not  reply,  and  as  the  succeeding 
moment  or  so  elapsed  the  border  boy  experienced 
the  greatest  and  most  suspenseful  anxiety.  If 
the  sentinel  discharged  his  gun,  the  lad  knew  it 
would  alarm  the  whole  Mexican  force.  But  Davy 
Crockett,  Sr.,  was  continuing  his  stealthy  advance 
during  this  interval.  As  he  proceeded,  the  indis¬ 
tinct  form  to  which  his  young  comrade  had  at¬ 
tracted  his  attention  gradually  developed  into  the 
shape  of  a  Mexican  soldier. 

The  skillful  scout  now  called  into  requisition 
the  art  of  silent  approach,  which  he  had  acquired 
in  the  earlier  days  of  his  career  as  an  Indian 
trailer.  Nearer  and  nearer  to  the  Mexican  sen¬ 
tinel  approached  the  scout.  Carefully  he  meas¬ 
ured  the  distance  with  his  eye  and  calculated  a 
leap.  The  scout  had  made  a  slight  detour,  and 
the  sentinel’s  back  was  now  turned  toward  him. 
All  at  once  the  scout  made  his  leap,  and  struck 
down  the  sentinel  with  one  powerful  and  well- 
directed  blow,  which  descended  upon  the  Mexi¬ 
can’s  skull.  The  sentinel  uttered  a  faint  moan, 
his  carbine  fell  from  his  nerveless  grasp  as  his 
fingers  relaxed,  and  he  lay  silent  and  without  mo¬ 
tion.  At  that  instant,  just  as  Davy,  Jr.,  was 
about  to  signal  his  companions  to  advance,  the 
voice  of  another  Mexican  sentinel  reached  his 
ear.  The  soldier  was  advancing  to  meet  the  man 
whom  Davy  Crockett,  Sr.,  had  struck  down.  The 
sentinels  were  required  to  salute  each  other  as 
they  met  at  the  ends  of  their  respective  beats. 
Being  aware  of  this,  the  scout  quickly  seized 
the  carbine  which  the  fallen  guard  had  dropped 
and  presented  the  weapon  as  he  paced  to  meet 
the  coming  soldier. 

“Ha!  Ruberto,  I  thought  I  heard  your  voice 
but  now,”  said  the  Mexican,  as  he  and  the  scout 
met. 

“Yes,”  uttered  Davy  Crockett,  Sr.,  in  a  gut¬ 
tural  voice,  and  as  he  spoke  he  swung  the  car¬ 
bine  he  had  secured  through  the  air,  dealing  a 
blow  at  the  Mexican.  But  it  seemed  that  the 
latter  must  have  felt  it  coming  in  time  to  evade 
the  scout’s  blow. 

“Caramba!  What  means  this?”  gritted  the 
Mexican. 

And  then  he  made  a  leap  at  the  scout.  The 
agility  of  the  Mexican  carried  him  upon  Davy 
Crockett,  Sr.,  before  the  latter  could  deal  a  sec¬ 
ond  blow  with  the  carbine.  Now  it  remained 
only  for  a  hand-to-hand  encounter  to  decide  the 
issue.  The  two  men  clinched,  and  a  desperate 
struggle  began  there  in  the  gloom.  But  the 
Mexican  was  by  no  means  the  equal  of  the  fron¬ 
tier  hero  in  point  of  strength,  and  presently  the 
former  flung  the  sentinel  heavily  upon  the  earth, 
strangled  into  complete  insensibility.  Then  the 
scout  crept  toward  his  companions  and  said  in  a 
low  tone  when  he  reached  them. 


“Forward  now.  The  way  is  clear.” 

“Now  I  will  take  the  lead,”  then  said  Davy, 
Jr. 

After  that  the  border  boy  guided  his  friends 
rapidly  in  the  direction  of  the  hidden  camp  where 
he  had  left  his  comrades,  Ben  North  and  Deaf 
Smith.  Davy  and  his  party  reached  the  two 
scouts’  place  of  concealment  in  an  hour,  and,  as 
may  well  be  conjectured,  they  received  a  hearty 
welcome.  Mutual  explanations  were  made,  and 
experiences  were  related.  Then  Leon  said: 

“My  friends,  I  must  leave  you.” 

“What!  Are  you  thinking  of  returning  to  Bex¬ 
ar  alone?”  asked  Davy,  Jr. 

“No.  I  shall  not  return  there  now.  But  I  go 
to  accomplish  a  sacred  purpose,  and  obey  the 
mandate  of  duty.  Heaven  assisting  me,  before 
the  hour  of  sunset  on  the  18th,  General  Burlia- 
son’s  army  shall  plant  the  Stars  and  Stripes  on 
the  battlements  of  the  Alamo,  and  the  innocent 
prisoner  who  is  doomed  to  be  shot  as  a  spy  shall 
be  saved.  Good-by  all,  I  have  already  delayed 
too  long.” 

Thus  replied  Leon.  Then  he  mounted  his  horse 
and  the  succeeding  moment  he  was  dashing  away 
through  the  night  in  the  direction  of  the  San 
Antonio. 

“But  he  promised  to  tell  me  his  secret,  to  re¬ 
veal  the  mystery  which  surrounds  him,  and  he 
has  not  done  so,”  exclaimed  Davy,  Jr. 

“True.  True.  It  was  his  anxiety  that  made 
him  forget  his  promise,  I  doubt  not,”  said  Davy 
Crockett,  Sr. 

Then  Davy  turned  to  Ethel: 

“And  now,  dear  sister,  by  the  light  of  our  little 
'sheltered  campfire  let  us  read  the  papers  which 
you  secured  from  our  life-long  enemy,  Dunn  Van- 
mere.” 

Richard  Winslow,  the  government  agent  who 
was  now  with  the  scout,  had  been  duly  introduc¬ 
ed  and  he  gave  a  sudden  start  as  he  heard  Davy, 
Jr.,  mention  the  name  of  Dunn  Vamnere.  With 
some  excitement  in  his  voice  he  said: 

“I  beg  your  pardon,  but  will  you  please  de¬ 
scribe  to  me  the  personal  appearance  of  this  man 
whom  you  call  Dunn  Vanmere?” 

“Certainly,”  replied  Davy,  in  surprise.  Then 
he  briefly  gave  a  very  accurate  word-sketch  of 
the  arch-villain. 

“Ah!  He  is  the  same  Vanmere  whom  I  knew 
years  ago  in  the  East,  and  he  is  a  disowned  son, 
a  fugitive  from  justice,  an  outcast.  He  fled  from 
Vermont  after  shooting  a  rival.  Shortly  after 
that  I  heard  of  him  in  the  far  West.  The  old 
crime  of  murder  still  hangs  over  him,  justice  has 
not  yet  been  satisfied,”  said  Winslow. 

“Did  you  ever  know  a  family  by  the  name  of 
Chester?”  asked  Davy  eagerly. 

“No,”  replied  Winslow. 

The  border  boy  had  thought  that  perhaps  the 
government  agent  could  throw  some  light  upon 
the  mystery  of  his  life.  He  was  somewhat  dis¬ 
appointed  at  the  negative  answer  he  received. 
But  he  hoped  that  the  documents  which  Ethel 
had  secured  would  clear  up  the  shadows.  Ethel 
now  spoke. 

“For  a  long  time  I  have  known  that  Dunn  Van- 
mere  was  not  my  father.  I  heard  him  reveal 
that  secret  while  in  his  cups  and  during  a  con¬ 
versation  with  the  old  Mexican,  Miguel  Gon¬ 
zales.  From  that  hour  I  sought  to  discover  the 
whole  truth,  to  learn  who  I  was  and  how  I  came 


DAVY  CROCKETT,  JR 


17 


to  be  in  the  family  of  Dunn  Vanmere.  But  the 
time  never  came  for  me  to  make  the  discovery 
until  this  night.  Then,  while  hiding  in  a  room 
1  of  Vanmere’s  house,  after  escaping  from  my  own 
1  apartment,  in  which  I  had  been  kept  a  prisoner, 
I  saw  Vanmere  open  his  safe  and  gained  a  clue 
to  the  discovery  I  sought.” 

CHAPTER  XII. — Mystery  of  Davy,  j  .  s  i^ie. 

Ethel  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  resum¬ 
ed: 

“I  saw  Dunn  Vanmere  take  a  package  of  pa¬ 
pers  from  the  safe,  and  I  heard  him  mutter  as 
he  examined  them,  ‘Ah!  Horace  Chester’s  private 
letters  and  documents  of  value  which  I  took  at 
the  time  of  the  massacre  thirteen  years  ago. 
How  well  my  plot  against  my  former  partner 
and  the  man  who  publicly  disgraced  me  has  suc¬ 
ceeded!  I  took  an  oath  of  vengeance  against 
,  Horace  Chester  and  all  his  family,  and  I  vowed 
to  secure  his  wealth,  when  I  learned  he  was  about 
to  set  out  to  the  far  West  to  establish  a  colony 
beyond  the  Missouri.  Gonzales,  the  Mexican 
bandit  and  renegade,  was  readily  enlisted  in  my 
service.  We  fell  upon  the  emigrant  train  of 
Horace  Chester,  and  all  were  slain  save  the  girl 
Ethel,  and  as  I  now  know  the  little  son  of  Ches¬ 
ter  who  disappeared.  An  Indian  found  Chester’s 
wife — Ethel’s  mother — at  some  distance  on  the 
plain,  but  the  little  boy  was  not  with  her.  The 
.  mother  was  slain  by  the  Indian,  but  the  fate  of 
the  boy  has  been  a  mystery  to  me  until  chance 
revealed  to  me  that  he  is  really  the  lad  called 
Davy  Crockett,  Jr.  Well — well,  I’ve  enjoyed  the 
,  fruit  of  my  plot.  The  legal  documents  I  took 
from  the  pocket  of  Horace  Chester,  together  with 
some  skillful  forgeries  of  my  own,  enabled  me  to 
return  to  Ohio,  where  Chester’s  former  home  was, 
and  secure  possession  of  his  property  which  he 
[  had  left  there.  The  Bulk  of  his  wealth  has  be¬ 
come  mine,  and  I  have  converted  it  into  gold. 
Should  the  time  ever  come  when  I  must  become 
a  fugitive,  I  can  readily  escape  with  my  gains.’ 
Thus  spoke  Vanmere.  His  words  so  deeply  im¬ 
pressed  themselves  upon  my  memory  that  I  had 
them  by  heart,  never  to  be  forgotten,  when  he 
ceased  speaking.  It  seemed  like  a  fatality  of 
long-delayed  justice  that  the  arch-villain  should 
thus  rehearse  the  story  of  his  great  crime  in  my 
hearing,  after  the  long  lapse  of  years.  The  good 
God  must  have  directed  occurrences  so  that  I,  of 
all  other  persons,  should  be  near  and  overhear. 

‘  I  remained  concealed  in  the  room  with  the 
Bafe  until  I  saw  Dunn  Vanmere  replace  the  pa¬ 
pers  in  the  strong  box  and  conceal  the  key  under 
the  same,  where  he  had  contrived  a  cunning  hid¬ 
ing-place  for  it. 

“Then  my  resolution  was  taken.  I  resolved  to 
possess  myself  of  those  papers.  I  crept  from  my 

hiding-place  and  stole  toward  the  safe.  At  that 
in  tant  i  thought  that  all  was  lost,  that  I  was 
discovered,  for  the  door  of  the  apartment  opened 
a:  '  U!ga,  the  half-breed  woman  who  had  been 
my  jailer,  appeared.  I  dropped  behind  a  large 
cnair.  The  woman  went  hurriedly  by  me,  and 
1  heard  her  presently  in  another  part  of  the 
hou~e,  giving  the  alarm  that  I  had  escaped. 

“Then  I  reached  the  safe.  Oh,  how  my  heart 


beat  and  how  my  limbs  trembled!  But  I  secured 
the  safe  key  and  opened  the  iron  box.  Then  the 
papers  I  coveted,  the  documents  stolen  from  my 
murdered  father,  were  within  my  grasp,  and  I 
eagerly  seized  upon  them.  The  danger  of  discov¬ 
ery  was  most  imminent,  but  I  crept  from  the 
house  and  succeeded  in  getting  beyond  the  walls 
of  the  garden  undetected,  for  it  was  supposed  that 
I  was  already  gone. 

“Then  I  fled  on  like  the  wind  until  I  reached 
the  hut,  where  I  met  my  brother  and  my  friends.” 

Ethel’s  narrative  was  thus  concluded,  and  she 
handed  the  papers  to  Davy,  Jr.  By  the  light  of 
the  campfire,  which  was  built  on  a  hollow  so  that 
its  light  could  not  be  seen  at  any  distance  through 
the  trees,  the  border  boy  and  his  foster-father 
examined  the  papers  eagerly  and  with  interest. 
The  letters  and  papers  revealed  the  fact  that 
Vanmere  had  really  once  been  the  partner  of 
Davy,  Jr.’s  real  father,  but  that  Vanmere  had 
been  guilty  of  the  meanest  kind  of  fraud,  and 
treachery,  for  which  Horace  Chester  had  not 
only  dissolved  the  partnership,  but  publicly  chas¬ 
tised  Vanmere,  who  had  grossly  insulted  him. 
Then  it  was  that  the  villain  took  his  oath  of 
vengeance. 

It  was  further  learned  from  the  examination 
of  the  letters  and  papers  that  Horace  Chester  was 
m  good  circumstances.  Indeed,  quite  wealthy,  as 
wealth  was  valued  in  the  West  in  those  days. 
The  identity  of  Davy,  Jr.,  and  Ethel  as  the  son 
and  daughter  of  Horace  Chetser  was  moreover 
completely  established  by  the  documents,  so  that 
nothing  more  would  be  required  to  substantiate 
any  future  claim  they  might  make  to  Dunn  Van- 
mere’s  ill-gotten  gains. 

“I  congratulate  you,  Davy,  my  boy.  At  last 
you  have  discovered  the  truth,”  said 'the  border 
boy’s  foster-father,  when  the  examination  of  the 
capers  was  concluded. 

“Yes,”  replied  Davy  sadly,  “but  the  revelation 
of  the  truth  has  crushed  one  dear  hope  that  I 
had  entertained.  My  mother  is  dead,  and  I  shall 
never  see  her  in  this  world.” 

Just  then  Deaf  Smith,  who  had  been  seated  at 
a  little  distance,  sprang  to  his  feet.  It  seemed  ■ 
impossible  that  a  deaf  man  could  hear.  But  the 
succeeding  moment  a  wild  Indian  yell  rang  out 
upon  the  silence  of  the  night. 

“That  was  Scar  Face’s  yell!  Ther  pizen  old 
varmint  are  after  more  skulls!  Away  from  the 
fire!”  cried  Ben  North. 

Instantly  the  party  darted  away.  The  sur¬ 
rounding  timber  was  dense,  and  in  its  depths  the 
gloom  was  impenetrable.  The  scouts  knew  that 
the  Indians  had  come  in  force  to  attack  them. 
While  the  wild  yells  of  the  Comanche  warriors 
echoed  through  the  forest,  the  whites  continued 
their  retreat.  But  they  were  pursued.  The  In¬ 
dian  trailers,  with  blazing  fire-brands  in  their 
hands,  took  up  the  trail  which  in  the  hurry  of 
their  flight  it  was  impossible  for  the  fugitives  to 
conceal. 

“We  have  got  to  drop  some  of  them  ere  red 
torch-bearers,”  gritted  Ben  North,  as  the  pur¬ 
suit  continued. 

^  The  while  the  others  kept  on,  Old  Ben  and  Deaf 
Smith  halted.  The  savages,  with  the  blazing 
torches  in  their  hands,  came  leaping  long  the 
trail  like  a  band  of  red  fiends.  The  brilliant  light 
from  the  blazing  brands  made  them  excellent 
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marks  for  the  sharp-shooters.  The  two  scouts 
suddenly  opened  fire.  The  foremost  of  the  red 
trailers  dropped,  and  for  a  moment  their  com¬ 
rades  halted.  Then  Ben  and  his  pard  retreated 
again  after  Davy,  Jr.,  and  the  rest  of  the  party. 
But  soon  they  once  more  halted  as  the  savages 
came  again  within  range.  The  two  deadly  rifles 
cracked  simultaneously  and  again  the  pursuit 
was  momentarily  checked.  In  this  way  a  run¬ 
ning  fight  was  kept  up  for  some  distance.  Final¬ 
ly  the  fugitives  emerged  from  the  timber.  The 
Indians  were  yet  upon  their  trail,  and  Ben  North 
said,  in  anxious  tones: 

“We  must  git  a  position  where  we  km  hold  our 
ground  agin  the  reds.” 

The  gloom  of  the  night  had  been  decreasing 
for  some  time,  and  as  the  scout  spoke,  objects 
upon  the  prairie  began  to  become  visible.  AU  at 
once  Deaf  Smith,  who  possessed  the  keen  sight 
of  an  eagle,  made  a  curious  guttural  sound  in 
his  throat,  and  his  fingers  began  to  work  before 
the  face  of  the  old  scout  in  the  strange,  silent 
language  of  the  speechless. 

“What  does  he  say?”  cried  Davy,  Jr.,  eagerly. 

“That  there  is  an  old  log  blockhouse  a  mile  on 
in  the  direction  of  the  river.  We  have  strayed 
wav  south  of  Baker’s  ranch.” 

Deaf  Smith  led  the  party  in  the  rush  for  the 
blockhouse,  which  they  reached  ahead  of  the 
savages.  They  barricaded  the  doorway,  which 
was  devoid  of  a  door,  and  then  waited  for  the 
attack,  which  came  soon  after  having  finished 
their  task.  They  discharged  shot  after  shot  at 
the  approaching  Indians.  Suddenly  Old  Ben  rose 
up,  gave  a  yell,  and  fired.  Then  he  jumped  up 
and  down  like  a  jumping-jack,  yelling  to  beat  the 
band.  The  others  thought  he  had  taken  leave  of 
his  senses.  Then  Old  Ben  threw  down  his  rifle 
and  vaulted  over  the  barricade  and  ran  with  all 
speed  toward  the  Indian  whom  he  had  shot,  who 
was  somewhat  in  advance  of  the  other  redskins. 
Some  moments  elapsed  and  then  the  old  scout 
came  leaping  back  over  the  ‘barricade  into  the 
blockhouse,  yelling  at  the  same  time: 

“Here  is  my  scalplock.  I’ve  got  it  with  interest 
this  time.  And  here  is  old  Scar  Face’s  scalplock.” 
Then  he  held  them  both  up.  Ben  had  made  good 
his  vow. 

But  just  at  this  time  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  made 
an  awful  discovery.  The  blockhouse  was  on  fire. 
The  defenders  were  desperate.  And  now  the  In¬ 
dians  were  about  to  make  another  charge,  and 
our  friends  made  ready  to  give  the  red  demons 
a  final  volley  before  they  passed  into  the  block¬ 
house. 


CHAPTER  XIIL — The  Spy  Makes  His  Report. 

Riding  steadily  onward,  Leon,  after  some  hours 
had  elapsed,  drew  rein  upon  the  bank  of  the  San 
Antonio. 

His  horse  was  well  blown,  and  after  allowing 
the  animal  a  bveathing  spell,  he  went  on  down  the 
river  as  swiftly  as  the  horse  could  'travel.  The 
light  began  to  glow  softly  along  the  edge  of  the 
eastern  horizon,  heralding  the  dawn  while  yet 
Leon  continued  his  journey.  Here  and  there 
along  the  stream,  whose  devious  course  he  was 
now  following,  there  were  clumps  of  trees  and 
thickets  such  as  might  readily  afford  conceal¬ 


ment  for  man,  and  one  of  those  thickets  by  the 
riverside  concealed  two  bronzed  scouts  of  the 
plains  from  General  Sam  Houston’s  brigade, 
which  was  marching  from  the  East  to,  later  on, 
form  a  junction  with  General  Burlinson’s  com¬ 
mand  and  carry  out  a  campaign  against  the  ene¬ 
mies  of  Texan  independence.  Leon  was  riding 
toward  this  thicket.  He  meant  to  pass  close  by 
it,  and  he  was  without  the  least  suspicion  of  the 
near  proximity  of  human  kind.  But  the  two 
scouts  in  the  thicket  had  sighted  the  solitary 
rider.  While  he  was  yet  at  some  distance,  im¬ 
perfect  as  was  the  light,  the  men  in  the  cover 
had  made  Leon  out. 

“There  is  something  familiar  about  that  fellow, 
it  seems  to  me,”  said  one  of  the  concealed  scouts 
to  the  other,  as  Leon  drew  nearer. 

“So  I  should  say,”  replied  the  speaker’s  com¬ 
rade. 

“Did  you  see  him  raise  his  right  hand  then? 
By  Jupiter!  The  little  finger  on  his  right  hand 
is  missing!” 

“Ha!  Do  you  say  so!  Then  it’s  certain  he  is 
Paul  Worth,  the  deserter!”  affirmed  the  other. 

“Without  a  doubt.  He  tried  to  make  himself 
look  like  a  greaser,  and  I’ll  acknowledge  he  has 
succeeded  mighty  well.” 

“See!”  whispered  the  other.  “He  is  riding  his 
horse  down  the  bank  to  water  the  animal.” 

“We’ll  take  him  when  he  turns  up  the  bank.” 

There  "was  a  silent  assent  and  then,  the  horse 
having  satisfied  his  thirst,  the  rider  urged  him 
up  the  bank  again.  Then  suddenly  the  two  scouts 
emerged  from  their  cover.  Leon’s  horse  shied 
in  affright,  and  at  the  same  time  the  scouts  cov¬ 
ered  Leon  with  their  rifles. 

“Halt!  We  -want  you,  Paul  Worth!”  called  out 
one  of  the  men  sternly. 

Leon  started  in  intense  surprise,  and  then  with 
a  movement  of  surprising  celerity  he  dropped  on 
the  offside  of  his  horse,  Indian  fashion,  with  a 
toe  over  the  animal’s  flank  and  his  hand  on  his 
neck.  Away  sped  the  steed  like  a  shot  then. 
The  two  scouts  were  dumfounded  for  an  instant, 
and  that  delay  enabled  Leon  to  rush  his  horse 
into  the  cover  of  a  thicket  down  the  stream  be¬ 
low  the  cover  that  had  concealed  the  scouts.  But 
the  latter  discharged  their  weapons  just  after 
Leon  disappeared.  Their  bullets  came  crashing 
through  the  bushes,  but  the  daring  rider,  by  rare 
good  fortune,  escaped  being  hit  by  a  shot. 

“Hunted,  and  by  my  own  countrymen,  and  yet 
I  am  innocent!  But  I  will  not  be  taken  now.  II 
must  live  to  save  the  precious  life  that  fs  imper¬ 
iled  in  Bexar — and  I  will!” 

Thus  said  Leon  in  tones  of  resolution,  while  he 
pressed  on  through  the  tangled  growth  into  which 
he  had  plunged  his  horse.  But  the  scouts  had 
their  animals  picketed  near  by,  and  they  made 
haste  to  mount  them  and  start  on  the  trail  of 
Leon.  Then  ensued  a  desperate  race.  Finally, 
when  the  horse  of  the  fugitive  and  the  animals 
of  his  pursuers  as  well  were  almost  exhausted, 
Leon  managed  to  elude  his  enemies,  and,  leaving 
them  blundering  in  a  belt  of  timber  whence  he 
had  come,  he  posted  on.  Finally,  though,  the  two 
scouts  found  his  trail  again,  and  tracked  him 
closely  and  persistently.  The  day  was  almost 
spent.  Much  time  had  been  consumed  by  Iveon 
in  dodging  his  pursuers.  All  at  once  the  out¬ 
posts  of  General  Burlinson’s  army  came  in  sirht. 
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however,  and  Leon  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy 
and  relief  as  he  saw  that  he  had  almost  reached 
his  destination,  and  that  his  pursuers  were  not 
in  sight  He  congratulated  himself  that  he  had 
hidden  his  trail  so  well  at  last  that  they  could 
not  find  him.  Boldly  he  rode  toward  the  line. 
The  sentinel  challenged  him,  and  he  gave  the 
password  and  went  on  unquestioned.  He  was  rid¬ 
ing  straight  for  the  headquarters  of  General 
Burlinson.  On  the  way  the  soldiers  saluted  him 
with  friendly  familiarity.  Arriving  at  the  com¬ 
mander’s  tent,  he  drew  rein  and  alighted.  A  sol¬ 
dier  was  on  guard  at  the  door. 

UI  wish  to  see  General  Burlinson  upon  the 
instant.  My  name  is  Farwell,”  said  Leon  to  the 
guard. 

“Admit  him!”  the  voice  of  the  commander  was 
heard  to  say  from  inside  the  tent. 

Leon  entered  immediately.  He  was  in  reality 
the  daring  young  soldier  whom  General  Burlin¬ 
son  had  sent  to  Bexar  to  act  as  a  spy.  The  story 
Leon  had  told  to  the  Mexicans  abotlt  his  being 
an  aide-de-camp  from  Santa  Anna  was  merely  a 
ruse  which  he  had  adopted  to  obtain  the  confi¬ 
dence  of  the  enemy.  General  Burlinson  shook 
hands  with  the  young  spy  warmly  and  then  said: 

“Is  it  possible  that  you  have  succeeded  in  your 
mission  and  yet  returned  alive?” 

“It  is,  General.  I  have  all  the  plans  of  Bexar, 
the  fortress  of  Alamo,  and  all  the  information 
you  can  wish  for.  I  deceived  the  enemy  com¬ 
pletely  and  had  no  great  difficulty  in  finding  out 
everything  I  desired  to  know.” 

The  general  congratulated  Leon  enthusiasti¬ 
cally,  and  then  he  proceeded  to  relate  all  his  dis¬ 
coveries  and  place  before  his  superior  certain 
maps  and  plans  of  the  fortifications  which  he  had 
made. 


CHAPTER  XIV. — The  Deserter’s  Story. 

The  young  spy  explained  everything  so  clearly 
and  precisely  that  General  Burlinson  was  well 
pleased,  and  he  could  not  doubt  that  all  he  heard 
was  the  truth.  But  all  at  once  strange  voices 
were  heard  at  the  door  of  the  tent,  demanding 
admission  to  the  presence  of  the  commander.  The 
voung  spy  glanced  out  and  all  the  color  forsook 
his  face,  and  he  became  pale  as  death  itself,  for 
there  at  the  door  of  his  commander’s  tent  he 
beheld  the  two  scouts  from  General  Houston’s 
division  of  the  Texan  army. 

“I  tell  you,  guard,”  one  of  those  men  just  then 
called  out,  “we  must  see  the  general.  We  ex¬ 
plained  what  we  came  for  to  the  outposts;  and 
the  .-  allowed  us  to  pass.  We  are  sure  you  will 
do  the  same.” 

Leon  then  spoke: 

“General,  before  you  grant  the  men  who  are 
r '  ■  at  tne  door  an  audience,  will  you  listen  to  a 
few  words  from  me?” 

“Certainly — certainly.  Speak  on,”  assented  the 
commander,  evidently  surprised. 

“I  sr.a;l  briefly  tell  you  the  story  of  an  unfor- 
tur  ‘e  man.  He  was  a  volunteer  in  General 
Houston  s  anmv.  ITe  had  previously  been  a  clerk 
in  tr.e  City  of  Meico,  but  when  the  war  broke 
out  he  left  the  service  of  his  Mexican  employer 
n '■ ;  Jp  the  Texan  army;  but  he  U  ft 

fcmnd  hi rn,  in  the  hands  of  her  mercenary  guard¬ 
ian.  ’/)  wa  plotting  to  rob  her  and  get  her  out 
cl  tn.e  way  forever,  a  beautiful  girl,  who  was  Ids 


promised  bride.  After  he  enlisted  in  General 
Houston’s  army  word  came  to  the  young  volun¬ 
teer  by  an  old  and  faithful  friend,  who  was  de¬ 
voted  to  his  promised  bride,  that  she  was  in  per¬ 
il  of  her  life,  and  she  implored  the  young  soldier 
to  hasten  to  save  her.  Vainly  he  applied  to  his 
commander  for  a  furlough.  Then,  in  desperation 
and  despair,  he  fled  from  the  army,  made  hi3 
way  through  the  Mexican  lines,  reached  the  City 
of  Mexico,  and  found  his  sweetheart.  He  res¬ 
cued  her  from  peril  and  placed  her  with  a  friend, 
and  then  started  to  rejoin  his  commander,  when 
he  met  the  terrible  news  that  he  had  been  pro¬ 
claimed  a  deserter,  and  that  there  was  a  price 
on  his  head. 

“When  the  young  man  heard  this  he  was  crush¬ 
ed  by  the  injustice  of  it  all.  But  he  vowed  that 
he  would  prove  that  he  was  not  a  deserter,  that 
'he  did  not  deserve  the  name,  and  that  he  was  on 
the  side  of  liberty.  Then  he  joined  your  com¬ 
mand,  General  Burlinson,  under  the  name  of  Far- 
well.  But  his  real  name  was  Worth.” 

Leon  paused,  and  the  general  exclaimed: 

“Then  you  are  Paul  Worth!” 

“I  am,  and  I  risked  my  life  cheerfully  as  a  spy 
in  Bexar,  that  I  might  prove  that  I  was  true  and 
loyal.  Now  I  ask  you  to  withhold  judgement 
against  me  until  you  see  if  the  information  I 
have  brought  about  Bexar  is  true.  If  it  proves 
to  he  so,  and  we  capture  the  post,  by  reason  of 
the  knowledge  I  acquired  as  a  spy,  then  I  ask 
you  to  intercede  for  me.” 

“I  will.  I  Avill;  and  there’s  my  hand  on  it,  my 
brave  boy.  You  are  a  hero,  and  in  your  place,  I 
believe  I  should  have  done  as  you  did,”  replied 
the  general. 

Then  he  stepped  to  the  door  of  the  tent  and 
said  to  the  scouts  who  had  hunted  Paul  Worth 
down : 

“I  have  heard  you  state  to  the  sentinel  the 
purport  of  your  business  with  me.  I  must  dis¬ 
miss  you.  You  are  in  error.  There  is  no  de¬ 
serter  here.” 

The  two  scouts  retired,  muttering.  But  they 
did  not  remain  long  in  the  camp.  General  Bur- 
linson’s  delay  in  marching  on  Bexar  had  been 
caused  by  his  wish  to  wait  until  Paul  Worth,  as 
we  shall  now  designate  him,  whom  we  have  here¬ 
tofore  called  Leon,  returned  with  information. 

Half  an  hour  later  the  little  Texan  army  was 
on  the  march  and  bound  to  the  rescue. 

But  to  return  to  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  and  his 
comiades  in  peril.  The  devoted  little  band  wait¬ 
ed  the  charge  of  the  Indians  with  their  rifles 
leveled  over  the  barricade  at  the  entrance  of  the 
block-house  for  some  seconds.  On  and  on  came 
the  red  warriors. 

Be  sure  you’re  right,  then  go  ahead!”  shouted 
Crockett,  Sr.,  as  he  discharged  his  weapon. 

Ihe  others  followed  suit,  and  the  volley  Avas  a 
destructive  one  for  the  enemy.  But  still  their 
charge  was  not  checked.  Then  came  the  episode 
which  seemed  like  a  divine  interposition.  A 
fierce  shout  uttered  by  the  clear,  ringing  voices  of 
white  men  rang  out,  and  a  score  of  scouts  from 
General  Houston’s  army,  who  had  been  sent  on 
to  look  for  Burlinson’s  command,  came  charging 
down  upon  the  redskins  from  the  nearest  timber. 
There  was  a  short,  sharp  fight,  and  then  the  In¬ 
dians  fled.  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  embraced  his  new¬ 
found  sister  and  his  foster-father,  in  the  exuber¬ 
ance  of  his  joy,  hugged  them  both,  Avhile  old 
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Ben  North  and  Deaf  Smith  yelled  with  joy  m  a 
way  to  put  the  redskins  themselves  to  shame. 
Everybody  smiled  when  presently  old  Ben  held 
up  his  own  scalp  in  one  hand  and  that  of  Scar 
Face,  the  Comanche,  in  the  other,  and  executed  a 
sort  of  war  dance. 


CHAPTER  XV.— Capture  of  Bexar— Conclusion. 

That  night  Daw,  Jr.,  his  foster-father,  Ben 
North,  and  Deaf  Smith  set  out  for  the  Mexican 
stronghold.  Before  dawn  they  were  in  Bexar. 
Their  identity  was  not  suspected,  and  they  were 
all  concealed  in  the  cottage  of  Lucy  Worth.  When 
Davy  and  his  friends  arrived,  Lucy  told  them  of 
the  promise  Victor  Gonzales  had  wrung  from  her 
to  become  his  wife  to  save  her  father.  Davy, 
Jr.’s  indignation  can  be  imagined.  Of  course  he 
was  resolved  that  Victor  Gonzales  should  be 
foiled.  A  few  moments  after  the  arrival  of 
Davy  and  his  party  at  Lucy  Worth’s  cottage,  and 
when  they  were  all  concealed  in  the  cellar,  Victor 
Gonzales  arrived.  He  greeted  Lucy  familiarly, 
and  then  producing  an  official-looking  document, 
he  said: 

“Since  you  promised  to  become  my  bride  I 
have  been  to  General  Cos,  and  backed  by  the  in¬ 
fluence  of  my  father,  I  have  succeeded  in  getting 
this  order  countermanding  the  execution  of  your 
father.  It  is  all  duly  signed  by  the  general  him¬ 
self,  who  is  now  ill  in  bed.  Become  my  bride  to¬ 
night  and  as  soon  as  the  ceremony  is  over  I  will 
present  this  order  to  the  officer  in  command  of 
the  Alamo.” 

A  trap-door  led  to  the  cellar  by  a  ladder,  and 
Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  was  on  the  ladder  directly 
under  the  trap.  He  heard  all  the  young  Mexican 
said,  and  suddenly  resolved  upon  a  daring  ruse. 
Quick  as  thought  he  darted  up  the  trap-door, 
leaped  into  the  room,  and  as  Victor  Gonzales 
turned  he  knocked  him  down  and  snatched  the 
order  from  his  hand.  Davy’s  foster-father  fol¬ 
lowed  the  brave  border  boy,  and  in  a  trice  he 
bound  and  gagged  Victor  and  carried  him  down 
into  the  cellar.  Then  Davy  descended  into  the 
cellar  and  quickly  changed  garments  with  the 
captured  Mexican,  and  soon  made  up  his  face  to 
suit  the  character.  Then,  with  Victor’s  hat  pull¬ 
ed  down  over  his  eyes,  he  made  his  way  as  swift¬ 
ly  as  possible  to  the  Alamo  and  delivered  the  or¬ 
der.  Fortune  favored  him.  The  deception  suc¬ 
ceeded  by  reason  of  his  daring.  The  order  was 
that  not  only  was  the  prisoner  respited,  but  that 
he  was  to  be  allowed  the  freedom  of  the  town. 
The  guards  of  the  Alamo  opened  the  cell  of  the 
condemned  American,  and  brave,  daring  Davy 
welcomed  the  old  man  back  to  freedom. 

In  company  with  Samuel  Worth,  Davy,  Jr., 
started  at  once  for  Lucy’s  cottage,  and  Davy  now 
hoped  that  father  and  daughter  would  soon  be 
beyond  the  enemy’s  lines.  They  traversed  the 
streets  of  Bexar  boldly  and  reached  the  cottage. 
Davy  rapped  gently.  There  was  no  answer,  and 
then  he  tried  the  door.  It  yielded,  and  he  and 
Samuel  Worth  went  in.  They  beheld  a  scene  of 
confusion.  Everything  indicated  that  there  had 
been  a  battle  in  the  house.  The  cellar  was  em¬ 
pty,  Lucy  was  gone,  and  Davy  was  ready  to  de¬ 
spair,  when  the  old  duenna  stole  into  the  house 
and  said: 


“Your  friends  are  all  captured,  and  Victor  h 
free!” 

But  scarcely  had  she  uttered  the  words  when 
the  door  of  the  cabin  was  dashed  in,  and  the 
room  was  filled  with  Mexicans.  Davy  and  Samuel 
Worth  were  overpowered,  and  by  the  order  of 
Victor  Gonzales  they  were  hurried  to  the  Alamo 
and  thrust  into  a  large  vault  where  they  found 
Davy,  Sr.,  and  the  two  scouts.  The  night  passed 
drearily  to  the  captives,  and  wdien  the  morning 
dawned  they  were  informed  that  they  wTere  one 
and  all  sentenced  to  share  Samuel  Worth’s  fate 
— to  be  shot  at  sunset.  All  too  soon  the  hour  of 
sunset  approached,  and  then  the  Americans  were 
led  out  of  the  dungeon  and  marched  toward  the 
plaza.  But  suddenly  the  report  of  firearms  and 
the  shouts  of  the  sentinels  vTere  heard,  and  turn¬ 
ing  in  the  direction  whence  these  sounds  ema¬ 
nated,  the  captives’  hearts  leaped  for  joy  as  they 
saw  the  dear  old  flag  of  freedom — the  Stars  and 
Stripes — floating  over  a  body  of  charging  men 
who  vTere  advancing  at  the  double  quick  straight 
toward  the  town. 

“Burlinson!  Thank  Heaven,  he  has  come  at 
last!”  shouted  Davy  Crockett,  Jr. 

A  desperate  battle,  greatly  prolonged,  ensued. 
The  Mexicans  were  driven  into  the  center  of  the 
town  early  in  the  conflict.  There  they  wTalled  up 
the  streets  leading  to  the  plaza  and  made  a  de¬ 
termined  stand.  But  the  Texans  drove  them  from 
house  to  house  until  they  retreated  to  the  castle 
of  the  Alamo,  and  there  hoisted  the  white  flag 
and  surrendered.  All  this  is  a  matter  of  history 
on  which  we  need  not  dwell.  Suffice  it  for  us  to 
state  that  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  and  his  party  were 
released,  and  Lucy  was  found  safe  and  unharmed 
in  the  Alamo.  After  the  battle,  among  the  slain 
the  bodies  of  Dunn  Vanmere  and  the  old  alcalde 
were  found.  Victor  Gonzales  was  one  of  the  cap¬ 
tured  Mexicans,  and  he  was  treated  as  a  prisoner 
of  war.  Lunn  Vanmere’s  house  was  searched, 
and  in  a  sort  of  treasure  vault  was  found  a 
small  fortune  in  gold  coin  which  was  claimed  by 
Davy  and  his  sister  as  the  inheritance  of  which 
they  had  been  robbed.  Davy,  Jr.,  had  never  met 
Paul  until  they  came  face  to  face  in  Texas,  and 
so  the  former  did  net  suspect  who  he  was.  Davy 
and  Paul  returned  to  their  earlier  homes  with 
their  sisters,  and  Samuel  Worth  accompanied 
them,  but  Davy,  Sr.,  and  the  scouts  remained  to 
fight  the  Mexicans  to  the  end  of  the  struggle. 

Some  years  later  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.,  and  Lucy 
were  married,  and  Ethel  became  the  bride  of  an 
officer  of  high  rank  in  the  United  States  army. 
Paul  Worth  was  promoted,  and  when  the  war 
closed  he  was  a  captain.  Then  he,  too,  was  made 
happy  for  life  by  a  union  with  the  girl  for  whose 
sake  he  had  risked  being  shot  as  a  deserter. 

The  defeat  of  the  Mexicans  and  the  independ¬ 
ence  of  the  Lone  Star  State  marked  an  epoch  of 
prosperity  in  the  far  Southwest,  and  Davy  Crock¬ 
ett,  Jr.,  was  a  successful  and  happy  man.  All 
through  life  he  always  adhered  to  his  foster- 
father’s  motto: 

“Be  sure  you’re  right,  then  go  ahead.” 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “THE  YOUNG 
DIAMOND  HUNTERS;  or.  TWO  RUNAWAY 
BOYS  IN  TREASURE  LAND.” 
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COAL  DISCOVERY  IN  ONTARIO 
Great  interest  has  been  aroused  over  the  le¬ 
velled  discovery  of  anthracite  coal  at  Shelburne, 
Ont  i  village  in  Dutferin  county,  sixtj-fi\e  nu  es 


from'  Toronto.  While  boring  an  artesian  well  a 


trom  i  orontu.  uuimg  „  , 

local  farmer  struck  at  a  depth  of  100  leet  a  twen- 
tv-hve  foot  seam  of  hard  black  substance,  pro¬ 
nounced  by  those  who  have  seen  the  specimen 
brought  to  the  surface  by  the  drill  to  be  tiue  coal 
and  probably  high-grade  anthracite. 


CART  OFF  SAFE  AND  $3,000 
Persons  living  in  the  vicinity  of  the  private 
bank  and  steamship  agency  of  Felix  Sarubbi,  at 
174  Oak  street,  Yonkers,  N.  Y.,  were  aroused  at 
the  milkman’s  hour  the  ether  morning  by  the 
nimble  cf  an  automobile  and  the  voices  of  several 
men  who  appeared  to  occupy  it.  Presently  it 
seemed  that  some  one  was  moving,  but  Sarubbi’s 
neighbors  didn’t  get  out  of  bed. 

When  employees  of  the  bank  reported  for  work 
a  few  hours  later,  they  discovered  that  a  two-ton 
safe,  holding  $3,000,  had  been  removed  by  bur¬ 
glars. 


TWO  CONVICTS  MAKE  ESCAPE  FROM 
AUBURN 

Joseph  Patnode,  39,  and  Charles  Riley,  20,  con-* 
victs,  escaped  from  Auburn  Prison  October  23 
and  are  still  at  large.  They  were  employed  on 
the  night  shift  in  the  new  factory  that  is  making 
the  State  automobile  licenses,  now  operating  un¬ 
der  rush  orders.  Although  roll  is  called  every 
half-hour,  and  they  responded  at  2  A.  M.,  they 
were  missing  at  the  2.30  rollcall.  Investigation 
showed  that  they  had  secured  two  ladders  frem 
the  cabinet  shop.  They  tied  them  together  and 
with  a  rope  made  out  of  many  strands  of  twine 
let  themselves  down  from  the  wall  on  the  north 
side  of  the  prison  enclosure.  Patrode  came  from 
Onondaga  county  to  serve  two  years  for  assault, 
and  Riley  came  from  Alleghany  county  for  three 
years  for  grand  larceny. 


ESKIMOS  HOSPITABLE 
The  chill  of  the  Arctic,  even  when  the  mercury 
in  the  thermometer  hovers  around  50  degrees 
below  zero,  does  not  extend  itself  to  the  inhabi¬ 
tants  of  the  region  to  the  same  extent  as  the  chill 
of  the  modern  drawing-room  in  more  civilized 
countries,  judging  from  the  report  of  one  of  the 
mounted  poMce  officers,  who  has  recently  made  a 
journey  through  a  district  net  previous  patrolled 
by  the  police.  Staff  Sergeant  Clay,  stationed  at 
the  new  Tree  River  detachment,  on  the  shores 
of  Coronation  Gulf,  in  reporting  a  visit  to  the 
h-lewiktonuit  tribe  of  Eskimos,  says  they  had 
never  been  visited  by  the  police  until  he  made  his 
iourt/**n-day  journev  across  mnntwr 


journey  across  country  to  see  them. 
\Ve  were  received  with  the  greatest  hospitality 

b/  the  natives,”  Sergeant  Clay  reports.  “They 
a  snow  house  and  gave  us  food  for  men 

|  (ifiO  54  nr?  nnf  f  L-f  ^  it.  _  /»  .  .  ■% 


»s,  and  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  we 
!  *7  "  r^Vut«  Grangers,  the  natives  behaved  in  a 
...  :  r^b|y  courteous  manner  that  is  sometimes 
k  *  't  him  in  more  civilized  parts.” 


BOYS  SETTLE  DISPUTE;  SCHOOLMA’AM 

REFEREE. 


Schoolroom  disputes  among  the  boys  at  the 
Webster  School  in  Chicago,  where  children  of 
twenty-two  nationalities  attend  classes,  are  not 
settled  bv  arbitrary  fiat  of  a  teacher.  Instead, 
the  principal  of  the  school,  Miss  Alice  M.  Hogge, 
believes  in  lettmg  the  boys  decide  their  glue's - 
ances  with  their  fists,  it  was  learned  recently,  and 
in  the  latest  quarrel  she  acted  as  referee  and 
second  to  both  combatants. 

It  was  a  fight  to  the  finish  in  the  school  base¬ 
ment  between  Salvatore  Sortino  and  Abe  Selon, 
both  aged  12.  Time  was  called  several  times  to 
enable  the  combatants  to  rest  and  rinse  out  their 
mouths,  and  after  fifteen  minutes  Salvatore  had 
an  unquestioned  decision. 

“Letting  the  boys  fight  out  their  troubles  is  the 
best  way  in  a  school  such  as  the  Webster,”  said 
Miss  Hogge.  “Of  course,  the  fights  must 
fair. 

“I  never  permit  any  serious  injuries.  A  black 
eye  or  two,  such  as  Abe  got,  is  usually  the  limit. 
Abe  was  inclined  to  be  a  bully  and  got  just  what 
he  needed.  They  will  be  friends  now  and  we  shall 
have  no  more  trouble  with  them.” 

J.  C.  Mortensen,  Superintendent  of  schools, 
declared  he  was  in  favor  of  Miss  Hogge’s  method, 
saying  it  is  the  most  successful  ever  tried  in  that 
school. 


BACKED  BY  NATION’S  STRENGTH. 

The  securities  issued  by  the  United  States  Gov¬ 
ernment  from  the  25  cent  Thrift  Stamp  to  the 
$20,474,330,000  worth  of  Liberty  Bonds  sold  are 
backed  by  the  nation’s  strength.  Americans  ac¬ 
cept  that  statement  as  an  axiom,  unneedful  of 
proof,  but  few  realize  what  that  broad  compre¬ 
hensive  statement  really  means. 

The  United  States  has  but  6  per  cent,  of  the 
population  of  the  world  and  7  per  cent,  of  the 
land.  Yet  the  United  States  produces  20  per  cent, 
of  the  world’s  gold,  40  per  cent,  of  the  world’s 
lead  and  silver,  50  per  cent,  of  the  zinc,  52  per 
cent,  of  the  coal,  and  60  per  cent,  of  the  world’s 
supply  of  copper. 

The  United  States  grows  25  per  cent,  of  all 
the  wheat  grown  60  per  cent,  of  the  cotton,  and 
(o  pei  cent,  of  the  corn.  The  mines  and  mills 
of  American  produce  40  per  cent,  of  all  the  iron 
and  steel  used,  and  the  United  States  operates  40 
per  cent,  of  the  world’s  railroads. 
it  '^r  left  no  doubt  of  the  man  power  of  the 
United  States.  Our  production  leaves  no  doubt 
of  the  money  power  of  the  United  States.  The 

£°7e1'  °Ii  evei7.  citizen  and  ad  he  possesses  is 
behind  the  obligations  of  the  United  States. 
Every  element  of  production  is  behind  them  as 
well  as  The  resources  from  which  production 
comes.  If  you  sell  your  Liberty  Bonds  at  pres¬ 
ent  prices  when  no  necessity  exists,  merely  to 
have  something  in  your  pocket  to  jingle  against 
your  keys,  you  discount  the  wealth,  the  resources 
ana  the  future  of  the  greatest  nation  of  the  world. 

- BUY  W.  S.  S. - 
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THE  BOY  WHO  TOOK  CARE  OF  HIS 

MOTHER 


By  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XI.— (Continued) 

“Whjit’s  that?”  exclaimed  Frances  Cromley,  in 

an  indignant  manner.  .  , 

“I  mean  just  what  I  said,”  persisted  the  newly 

rescued  youth. 

“Well,  you're  still  in  the  land  of  dreamland, 
said  Charlie  with  a  quiet  smile,  as  he  stood  up 
and  stretched  his  stiffening  muscles. 

His  clothes,  like  those  of  the  other  couple,  were 

soaking.  .  ...... 

It  was  not  a  pleasant  condition,  nor  did  it  im¬ 
prove  his  own  temper. 

But  Charlie  never  forget  that  ladies  were  pres¬ 
ent,  and  he  had  learned  long  before  to  curb  his 
own  disposition  and  wait  for  the  other  fellow  to 
take  such  a  lead. 

In  this  case  he  did  not  have  to  wait  long. 

As  he  walked  toward  Black  Nell,  who  was 
standing  quietly  by  the  roadside,  he  heard  Lewis 
Henlon  staggering  to  his  feet.  #  . 

“Where’s  my  horse?”  he  cried,  m  vexation.  I 
suppose  I  have  lost  the  whole  layout  through  the 
idiocy  of  this  bright  young  jay.” 

Charlie  looked  back  over  his  shoulder,  with  a 
sudden  snapping  of  his  firm  jaws.  # 

He  stroked  gently  on  the  head  which  Black 
Nell  affectionately  held  up  to  him.  Then  he 
spoke  to  Henlon  with  a  different  manner. 

“I  suppose  you  call  me  a  jay  because  I  live  on 
a  farm  and  am  not  afraid  of  work,  Henlon.” 

“You’re  a  mossback,  that’s  what  you  are,” 
snarled  the  other  fellow,  as  he  walked  toward 
his  own  buggy  which  he  had  now  espied  at  the 
side  of  the  road. 

“Well,  I’d  rather  be  a  fellow  working  for  my 
living  and  doing  some  good  in  the  world,  than 
be  a  lazy,  shiftless  expense  to  my  parents.” 

Henlon  whirled  about. 

“Oh,  ho!  So  that’s  the  way  you  talk,  is  it? 
Well,  let  me  tell  you  right  now,  Charlie  Chap¬ 
man,  I  think  this  whole  thing  was  your  deliber¬ 
ate  intention.  I  believe  that  you  wilfully  swung 
your  horse  around  so  as  to  scare  mine  and  roll 
us  into  the  river.” 

Charlie  laughed. 

The  girls  were  becoming  very  uncomfortable 
at  this  unpleasant  interview. 

Henlon  undoubtedly  thought  that  he  was  mak¬ 
ing  an  impression  of  great  independence.  But 
he  was  sadly  in  error  as  he  was  soon  to  learn. 

Frances  started  to  put  in  a  word,  and  then  at 
some  whim  or  other  kept  her  tongue,  to  see  ex¬ 
actly  how  the  two  youths  would  act,  under  such 
circumstances. 

“Yes,  this  is  a  regular  grandstand  play,  and 
you  think  that  you  are  making  a  hit  by  acting 
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so.  Well,  you  were  just  jealous  because  yog* 
were  not  with  Frances.” 

Charlie  winked  ever  so  little  at  Bess  Mallory* 
and  responded : 

“You  are  not  very  polite,  Henlon.  I  was  out  I 
riding  with  Miss  Mallory,  who  is  very  charming 
company.  And  I  might  say  that  if  ever  I  saw  a 
horse  which  was  getting  away  from  its  driver,  1 
saw  it  just  now.” 

Henlon  had  swung  his  steed  out  into  the  road¬ 
way,  and  he  angrily  gave  it  a  cut  over  the  legs 
with  his  whip. 

“Here,  here,  cut  out  that  mistreatment!”  cried 
Charlie,  losing  his  temper  at  this.  “The  horse 
is  not  to  blame.  If  you  knew  anything  about 
driving  the  way  that  the  ‘rubes’  and  ‘mossbacks’ 
do,  you  would  not  have  had  a  runaway.” 

Henlon  spun  about,  with  the  whip  in  his  hand. 

The  ungrateful  fellow  had  forgotten  all  about 
his  recent  escape  from  death.  At  heart  he  was 
a  good  chap,  but  he  had  been  spoiled  by  having  i  $ 
more  money  than  he  was  really  entitled  to  spend, 
according  to  his  deserts. 

He  believed  that  he  had  superior  rights  and 
talents  to  those  of  other  people. 

“Don’t  you  dare  order  me  about,  you  poor  son 
of  a  cheap  fanner,  who  didn’t  know  enough  to  |S- 
cut  down  a  tree  the  right  way.” 

Charlie’s  face  went  as  pale  as  that  of  a  ghost, 
as  he  strode  forward. 

“You  dare  to  speak  so  of  my  dead  daddy?  'i 
Why,  I’ll  break  every  bone  in  your  body.” 

-  Henlon  laughed,  confident  of  his  ability  to  use 
nis  whip.  .  ^ 

But  Charlie  did  not  regard  his  position  as  so 
impregnable. 

Walking  straight  toward  the  fellow  he  cried: 

“You  take  that  back,  or  I’ll  throw  you  in  the 
river  again!” 

Henlon  raised  the  whip,  and  dealt  Charlie  a 
blow.  Instantly  Chapman  doubled  up  his  fist  and 
gave  him  a  thump  that  knocked  him  sprawling. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


1 


A  Lesson  in  Manners. 


With  a  cry  of  rage  Henlon  sprang  to  his  feet 
and  raised  the  whip  again. 

Charlie  looked  him  straight  in  the  eye. 

Henlon  swung  the  whip  higher  and  higher. 

“You  are  due  for  a  lesson  in  city  ways  and  1 
politeness,”  cried  the  banker’s  son,  furiously,  as 
he  prepared  to  bring  a  cruel  blow  down  upon 
Charlie’s  head  again. 

But  he  was  not  destined  to  be  so  instructive 
as  he  thought.  4 A 

Charlie  held  his  position,  and  looked  at  Henlon 
fearlessly. 

“Lower  that  whip,  you  coward,  or  I’ll  hit  y°u 
again!” 

Charlie  fairly  hissed  the  words  between 
clenched  teeth,  so  intense  was  his  emotion. 

“What — of  all  the  nerve!”  exclaimed  Henlon, 
hardly  able  to  believe  his  ears. 

“Lower  it,  I  say!” 

The  quick,  rasping  words  cut  like  knife  thrusts, 
as  the  unflinching  young  fellow  held  his  poise  and 
kept  his  iron  courage.  1 


(To  be  continued.) 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES. 


PRISONER  “THROWS”  VOICE 
Sheriff  Ed  Hanratty  of  Cleveland,  0.,  is  trying 
to  find  the  jail  prisoner  who  “throws  his  voice.” 

Hanratty  says  this  man  is  responsible  for  cu¬ 
rious  noises  which  have  been  coming  from  ail 
parts  of  the  jail.  When  all  the  prisoners  were 
assembled  in  the  “bull”  pen  a  voice  sounded  high 
above  from  the  ceiling.  “Alms,  for  the  love  of 
Allah,”  it  said.  “I  have  just  come  down  to  earth 
and  am  starving.” 


HOGS  ATTACK  WOMAN 

Mrs.  John  H.  Trout,  a  resident  of  Jefferson 
Township,  Huntington,  Ind.,  is  confined  to  her 
bed  as  a  result  of  having  been  attacked  by  five 
hogs.  The  woman  ventured  into  the  hog  lot 
while  doing  her  chores  Sunday  and  one  of  the 
hogs  attacked  her,  knocking  her  down.  Imme¬ 
diately  the  other  four  joined  in  the  attack.  The 
noise  made  by  the  animals  was  heard  by  Mr. 
Trout,  who  arrived  with  a  club  and  drove  them 
off.  No  reason  is  assigned  for  the  attack  of  the 
hogs,  but  they  had  so  bruised  Mrs.  Trout  by  the 
time  her  husband  arrived  that  she  says  she  could 
not  have  escaped  alone.  Her  clothes  were  torn, 
she  suffered  bruises  all  over  her  body,  and  in 
many  cases  the  skin  was  pierced  by  the  teeth  of 
the  animals. 


TRAINER  WHIPS  LIONESS 

Thousands  of  persons  who  attended  the  Lan* 
caster  County  Pennsylvania  Fair  the  other  after¬ 
noon  witnessed  a  battle  between  Rose,  a  vicious 
lioness,  and  Scott  Bobbie,  an  animal  trainer,  in 
which  Bobbie,  though  seriously  bitten  in  one  leg, 
fought  the  lioness  to  submission  with  a  chair.  He 
then  collapsed  and  was  taken  to  the  General  Hos¬ 
pital  in  an  ambulance. 

Rose  made  her  leap  just  as  Bobbie  was  ending 
his  performance  in  a  cage  of  five  lions.  The 
trainer  was  felled,  but  dragged  himself  from  the 
cage,  with  blood  flowing  from  his  limb.  As  the 
multitude  of  spectators  watched  in  awe,  the  man 
picked  up  a  chair  and  re-entered  the  cage.  Al¬ 
though  almost  too  weak  to  fight  he  succeeded  in 
beating  the  lioness  back  to  her  corner  and  then 
into  a  smaller  cage,  in  which  she  was  carted 
away. 


ured  9  feet  3  inches  and  weighed  over  500  pounds, 
being  the  only  one,  so  far  as  known,  ever  cap¬ 
tured  in  the  bay. 

SEAL  DOES  RUNAWAY  ACT 

A  young  seal  escaped  from  his  pond  at  the 
entrance  to  the  city  park  and  flapped  his  way 
up  Washington  street,  Portland,  Ore.,  almost  to 
the  city  limits,  stopping  one  street  car  and  fright¬ 
ening  several  pedestrians.  He  was  captured  by 
Patrolman  Forken  and  taken  back  to  his  home. 

The  seal  was  donated  to  the  park  some  weeks 
ago.  An  ocean  breeze  wafted  a  scent  of  his  old 
haunts  over  the  park,  and  the  youngster  flapped 
his  way  out  of  the  pond  and  struck  out  in  the 
general  direction  of  the  Pacific. 

The  escape  was  discovered  when  a  motorman 
on  a  Kings  Heights  street  car  stopped  to  investi¬ 
gate  a  dark  object  on  the  car  track.  He  thought 
some  one  might  have  fainted  while  cut  for  a  walk. 
He  descended  and  scrutinized  the  body. 

He  induced  the  aquatic  pedestrian  to  move  off 
the  track  and  telephoned  the  news  to  police  head¬ 
quarters.  Patrolman  Forken  and  Special  Patrol¬ 
man  Finn  took  uo  the  chase.  Meanwhile  the  seal 
had  flapped  up  the  hill  and  was  almost  to  Mount 
Calvary  cemetery  when  they  overtook  him. 

The  police  loaded  the  seal  into  the  side  car  of  a 
motorcycle  and  trundled  him  back  home.  He 
splashed  into  the  pond  with  evident  relish.  The 
police  say  the  seal  wandered  about  one  and  a 
half  miles  and  traveled  at  what  would  be  an 
easy  walking  gait  for  a  man.  The  seal  weighed 
about  100  pounds. 


CAUGHT  BIG  SHARK. 

While  the  Government  dredge  San  Pablo  was 
moored  at  its  dock  at  Eureka,  Cal.,  two  of  the 
crew,  John  Newton  and  Mike  Herdo,  sighted  a 
huge  man-eating  shark  swimming  near  the  stem 
of  the  vessel  and  decided  to  capture  it. 

The  men  got  into  a  rowboat  and,  armed  with  a 
fharp  hook,  started  to  outmanoeuvre  their  prey. 
The  hark  came  too  near  the  boat  and  the  hook 
was  sunk  into  his  back. 

For  nearly  an  hour  he  towed  the  little  craft 
&f>out  the  bay  at  high  speed.  It  v/as  soon  nearly 
f  iled  with  water  and  the  men  drenched  to  the 
but  they  held  on.  Finally  the  shark  became 
exhausted  a-d  was  towed  t9  the  dock,  where  he 
wa*  dragged  ashore  men.  He  mcas- 


SHARK  FISHING  IN  LOWER  CALIFORNIA. 

The  shark  fishing  industry  is  becoming  increas¬ 
ingly  important  in  the  Ensenada  Consular  dis¬ 
trict,  writes  United  States  Consul  William  C. 
Burdett,  stationed  in  Lower  California.  The 
Lower  California  shark,  known  locally  as  the 
dogfish  shark,  is  from  four  to  five  feet ‘long  and 
weighs  from  90  to  125  pounds.  The  fishing  is 
usually  done  by  individual  fishermen  working  out 
from  camps  on  land.  The  fish  are  caught  on  long 
set  lines,  on  which  are  fifty  to  one  hundred  hooks 
baited  with  small  fish  or  lumps  of  shark  meat. 

•  Tte  are  sold  for  consumption  by  Chinese 
in  shark  fin  soup.  The  liver  is  boiled  down  and 
shark  oil  rendered  out.  Each  liver  gives  an  aver¬ 
age  of  one  gallon  of  oil.  The  oil  is  used  in  paints 
ayV? .  as. a  lather  preservative.  The  skins  are  not 
utilized,  except  for  fertilizer.  Frequently  shark 
steaks  are  sold  by  Chinese  in  the  district  under 
the  name  of  grayfish. 

nil1!!  •lai?e  ??.nneri®s  operating  fish  fertilizer 
plants  m  San  Diego,  Cal.,  are  eager  to  buy  shark 
and  the  newiy  finished  plant  at  Sauzal,  Lower 
a  ltorma,  expects  to  specialize  on  converting 
shark  into  fish  meal  fertilizer.  Whereas,  form- 
ei  y  sharks  caught  in  nets  were  separated  out 
trom  the  more  valuable  fish  and  returned  to  the 
lueJ’  taey  .are  now  brought  ashore,  although 
tne  demand  is  not  yet  sufficient  to  warrant  using 
nets  for  shark  exclusively, 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


PARIS  KILLS  10,865  RATS 
A  communique  issued  by  Prefect  of  Police  Raux 
at  the  close  of  the  first  week’s  battle  against  the 
rat  states  that  10,865  rodents  were  killed.  Ac¬ 
cording  to  the  report  of  the  experts,  Paris  had  a 
rodent  population  of  8,000,000  when  the  drive 
started.  This  is  one  instance  in  France  where 
the  birth  rate  is  quite  superior  to  the  death  rate. 


SUICIDE  HOUSE 

The  home  of  Mrs.  Steve  Kozolko,  Martin’s 
Ferry,  O.,  is  known  as  the  home  of  suicides. 
Within  a  period  of  four  months  two  husbands, 
after  shooting  their  wives,  committed  suicide. 
Julius  Glowski,  thirty-nine  years  of  age,  serious¬ 
ly  wounded  his  wife,  who  had  just  returned 
here  from  Chicago.  She  was  visiting  at  the  Ko¬ 
zolko,  when  her  husband,  Steven,  from  whom  she 
was  separated,  sought  her  out.  Mrs.  Kozolko 
was  shot  four  months  ago  by  her  husband,  Ste¬ 
ven,  who  then  committed  suicide. 


SILVER  GONE,  BRONZE  TOKENS  WILL  BE 

ISSUED 

The  small  change  crisis  still  remains  very  acute 
in  France  despite  the  issue  of  fifty  centime  and 
one  and  two  franc  notes,  and  it  has  been  defin¬ 
itely  decided  to  issue  bronze  tokens,  the  first  of 
which  will  be  placed  on  the  market  this  month. 

The  Paris  Chamber  of  Commerce  has  issued 
40,000,000  francs  worth  of  small  notes,  but  many 
have  become  soiled  and  torn  and  a  large  amount 
of  the  issue  has  found  its  way  into  the  prov¬ 
inces,  where  technically  it  has  no  value.  Silver 
change  has  disappeared. 

BREAKS  LINOTYPE  RECORD. 

Alder  Hewitt,  linotype  operator  on  The  Tribune, 
Salt  Lake  City,  Oct.  26,  established  what  is  said 
to  be  the  world’s  record  for  linotype  composition, 
setting  82,500  ems  in  six  hours  and  thirty-five 
minutes,  an  average  of  12,540  ems  an  hour. 

Hewitt's  setting  was  entirely  in  nonpareil.  The 
setting  was  in  straight  away  composition  and  not 
in  competition. 

(The  undersigned,  who  composes  this,  begs  to 
state  that  he  equals  this  record  every  day. — 
J.  T.  Poling.) 


VASSAR  GIRLS  WAIT  ON  TABLE 

The  shortage  of  help  at  Vassar  College  is  be¬ 
ing  solved  by  the  students.  Members  of  all 
classes  have  volunteered  to  wait  on  the  table  for 
one  or  more  meals  a  day. 

The  seniors  are  serving  in  the  main  building 
for  breakfast.  Help  from  Poughkeepsie  is  ob¬ 
tained  for  the  noon  meal.  In  other  dormitories 
students  help  serve  both  at  breakfast  and  lunch¬ 
eon.  The  high  school  girls  from  Poughkeepsie 
help  to  fill  out  the  vacancies  for  the  evening 
meal. 

Miss  Barrett,  head  of  the  housekleping  de¬ 
partment  of  the  college,  said  there  was  no  relief 
in  sight  and  that  the  college  girls  would  prob¬ 
ably  have  to  continue  their  volunteer  services 
throughout  the  winter. 

Vassar  students  are  well  qualified  for  their 
new  “positions,”  especially  the  upper  classmen. 
After  the  fire  in  the  main  building  in  February  of 
1918,  and  during  the  alterations  that  followed,  the 
students  served  as  waitresses  in  the  other  halls 
because  of  the  two  “shifts”  necessary. 

■  1  '  ■■  .1  — 

LAUGHS 


“Did  you  ever  gaze  on  royalty?”  “Just  once. 
It  cost  me  $3.75,  and  the  chap  who  held  it  drew 
two  cards,  too.” 


“Well,  son,  what  have  you  learned  at  college? 
dad!  I  can  do  beter  than  that.  I  can  put  to¬ 
gether  an  automobile.” 


“Why  doesn’t  your  wife  sing  to  the  baby  when 
it  cries?”  “We’ve  found  out  that  the  neighbors 
would  rather  listen  to  the  baby.” 


Speedy  (’phoning  from  farmhouse  to  garage) 
— I  guess  you  will  have  to  come  and  get  me.  I’ve 
turned  turtle.  Voice — This  is  a  garage;  you 
want  the  aquarium. 


“I  was  on  the  stage  once.”  “Is  that  so?” 
“Yes,  and  I’ll  have  you  understand  that  I  was 
‘it.’  ”  “Yes,  with  a  capital  ‘N.’  ” 


“I  want  to  do  something  that  will  cause  me  to 
be  talked  about,”  said  the  ambitious  man. 
“That’s  easily  arranged,”  answered  his  wife. 
“Merely  move  into  a  strange  neighborhood.” 


Teacher — Sammy,  in  the  sentence  “I  have  a 
book,”  what  is  the  case  of  the  pronoun  I?  Sam¬ 
my  (promptly) — Nominative  case.  Teacher — 
Next  boy,  tell  me  in  what  case  to  put  the  noun 
“book.”  Next  boy  (thoughtfully) — Bookcase. 


“What!  Twenty-five  cents  a  pound  for  sau¬ 
sages?  Why,  I  can  get  ’em  at  Schmidt’s  for 
twenty  cents!”  said  a  Yankee  customer.  “Veil, 
den,  vy  didn’t  yer?”  asked  the  dealer.  “  'Cause 
Schmidt  was  out  of  ’em,”  answered  the  would-be 
purchaser.  “Veil,  uv  I  vas  owit  ’em  I  sell  cm 
for  dwenty  cents,  doo,”  remarked  the  shop¬ 
keeper. 
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FINDS  SKELETON  MANY  YEARS  OLD. 

E.  H.  Harbrour  of  the  State  University  has 
unearthed  the  skeleton  of  a  prehiscoim  animal 
which  he  believes  to  be  more  than  200,000  years 
old  The  skeleton  was  found  in  the  famous  fossil 
beds  of  Cook’s  Ranch,  near  Scott’s  Bluff,  Neb. 
It  will  be  preserved  and  sent  to  the  University 
Museum,  it  was  announced. 


275,000  TONS  GERMAN  SHIPS  AWARDED 

ALLIES 

Germany  must  deliver  275,000  tons  of  shipping 
to  the  Allies  as  compensation  for  the  sinking  of 
the  German  fleet  in  Scapa  Flow,  the  Reparations 
Commission  in  Paris  has  decided. 

Germany,  according  to  dispatches  submitted  to 
the  council,  will  strictly  observe  the  Allies’  in¬ 
terpretation  of  the  clause  in  the  peace  treaty  pro¬ 
viding  that  the  Kiel  Canal  shall  be  free  to  inter¬ 
national  traffic.  This  is  a  reversal  of  the  German 
Government’s  previous  attitude,  under  which  ves¬ 
sels  carrying  arms  to  Poland  were  stopped. 


A  SELF-CLEANING  LIGHTING  FIXTURE. 

An  electric  fixture  which  cleans  itself  every  time 
the  light  is  switched  on  or  off  has  been  placed  on 
the  market.  The  fixture  consists  of  a  reflector,  a 
pull  switch,  a  cord,  and  a  cleaning  device  compris¬ 
ing  two  wiping  blades.  Every  time  the  cord  is 
pulled  to  operate  the  switch  it  simultaneously 
brings  the  two  wiping  blades  into  action.  Each 
blade  makes  a  complete  revolution,  one  against 
the  reflecting  surface  of  the  reflector  and  the  other 
against  the  lamp  bulb.  In  this  way  the  dirt  is 
swept  off  both  lamp  and  reflector. 


LIFE  OF  MOSQUITOES. 

It  is  not  known  just  how  long  mosquitoes  can 
live,  but  their  average  life  is  much  longer  than  is 
ordinarily  supposed.  Thousands  of  them  live 
through  winter,  hibernating  or  asleep  in  dark 
places  in  barns  or  house  cellars.  In  sparsely  set¬ 
tled  localities,  where  they  cannot  find  such  places 
for  shelter,  they  live  through  the  winter  in  hollow 
trees;  and,  even  though  the  temperature  may  fall 
far  b°Iow  freezing,  they  are  not  killed,  but  on  the 
approach  of  warm  weather  become  active  again. 
Mosqirtoes  are  frequently  semi  flying  about  in  the 
woods  before  the  sndw  has  wholly  left  the  ground. 


THE  FASTEST  BOAT  IN  THE  WORLD 

That  amazing  little  craft,  “Miss  America,”  af¬ 
ter  winning  the  Harmsworth  Cup  in  British  wa¬ 
ters  was  brought  back  to  America  and  entered  as 
a  contestant  in  the  Gold  Cup  Regatta,  which 
was  held  on  the  Detroit  River.  She  not  only 
won  the  one-mile  championship  trials  for  the 
Lake  George  trophy,  but  secured  several  other 
troj  hie:-.  The  contesting  beats  had  to  make  six 
one-mile  da.-hes  over  the  mile  course.  In  one 
trial,  which  had  to  be  thrown  out  because  only 
three ^ of  the  six  watches  got  her  time,  “Miss 
America”  was  clocked  at  the  rate  of  78.94  miles 


an  hour.  The  average  time  for  the  six  dashes 
credited  the  little  boat  with  an  official  speed  of 
7G.78  miles  an  hour.  Her  best  official  run  was 
made  at  a  speed  of  77.85  miles  an  hour.  The 
performance  was  very  consistent,  as  will  be  seen 
from  the  following  timings :  First  mile,  47.06 
seconds;  second  mile,  46.2  seconds;  third  mile, 
47.1  seconds;  fourth  mile,  46.6  seconds;  fifth  mile, 
47.3  seconds;  sixth  mile,  46.6  seconds. 

Only  one  other  hydroplane  competed  in  these 
trials,  the  “Miss  New  Orleans,”  which  made  an 
average  speed  of  58.35  miles  per  hour,  with  a 
fastest  lap  of  an  even  sixty  miles.  We  show  an 
illustration  of  the  start  of  displacement  boats 
with  stock  marine  motors  for  the  Fisher  trophy. 
It  was  won  by  the  “Rainbow,”  of  the  Royal  Ham¬ 
ilton  Yacht  Club,  with  an  average  speed  of  39.48 
miles  an  hour,  and  a  maximum  speed  of  40.75 
miles.  The  “Miss  America”  is  a  diminutive'  craft 
with  an  enormous  horsepower  for  her  weight.  She 
has  a  single  step,  and  is  driven  by  two  Liberty 
motors  with  a  combined  horsepower  of  800. 


TEN-YEAR  SILENCE  BROKEN. 

“Corkey  the  Silent,”  the  prisoner  at  the 
Charlestown  state  prison  who  has  maintained  an 
unbroken  silence  for  the  last  ten  years,  was  freed 
October  27,  and  he  broke  that  long  silence  with 
just  one  word,  “Sure.”  Then  he  lapsed  into  si¬ 
lence  again,  answering  all  questions  and  making 
all  his  queries  with  a  paper  and  pencil.  For 
twelve  hours  after  his  release  he  had  not  uttered 
another  word. 

Neither  his  meeting  with  relatives  as  a  free 
man  nor  the  sight  of  the  strange  things  that  have 
come  to  pass  in  the  outside  world  since  the  prison 
doors  closed  upon  him  twenty-five  years  ago,  un¬ 
loosened  the  tongue  of  Patrick  J.  Hanley.  After 
an  automobile  ride  around  the  city,  Hanlev  went 
to  the  home  of  his  sister,  in  Cliftondale.  He  had 
said  nothing  up  to  the  time  he  went  to  bed. 

“Corkey’s”  one  sunken  word  came  when  he 
was  asked  if  he  would  like  to  go  on  the  stage. 

“Sure!”  said  “Cobkey,”  and  then  shut  up  like  a 
clam.  It  is  understood  his  sister  and  he  will  go 
West,  where  he  intends  to  start  life  anew.  That 
his  tongue  had  already  caused  him  enough  trouble 
was  the  only  explanation  of  his  silence  that  he 
ever  made,  and  this  was  in  writing: 

After  he  had  signed  his  release  papers,  Hanley 
was  interviewed.  On  his  part,  the  interview  was 
all  in  writing.  He  asked  for  information  con¬ 
cerning  his  former  friends,  a  number  of  whom 
he  was  told  were  now  dead. 

He  wrote  that  he  felt  as  young  as  he  did  in 
1884.  His  hair,  however,  during  the  long  term 
of  imprisonment,  has  grown  snowy  white.  He 
wears  it  pompadour. 

He  seemed  greatly  concerned  about  a  collec¬ 
tion  of  odds  and  ends  he  has  been  gathering  and 
the  curious  articles  he  has  made  while  in  prison. 
He  declared  they  were  worth  $10,000,  and  he  be¬ 
sought  the  newspaper  men  to  see  they  were  well 
taken  care  of.  He  wrote  that  “twenty-five  re¬ 
porters  should  take  over  my  museum.” 


26 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 

INTERESTING  NEWS  ARTICLES 


HUNTING  IN  AUTOS 
Times  have  changed  in  Alaska  from  the  days 
when  trappers  mushed  over  the  snow  fields  to 
hunt  for  game.  Citizens  of  Fairbanks  are  hunt¬ 
ing  caribou  by  automobiles,  so  say  recent  arri¬ 
vals.  Automobiles  are  coming  into  their  own  in 
the  Territory,  and  the  bureau  is  advised  that  “the 
days  of  real  sport”  around  the  Northern  Alaska 
town  are  featured  by  motoring  out  to  the  herd, 
where  thousands  of  caribou  are  leisurely  grazing, 
bagging  a  few  animals,  dumping  the  carcasses 
into  the  tonneau  of  the  car  and  driving  back 
with  the  winter’s  meat  supply. 


MILK  FROM  PEANUTS 

The  common  peanut  is  the  source  of  a  new 
substitute  for  milk  which  so  closely  resembles  its 
prototype  that  it  turns  sour  and  curdles,  pro¬ 
duces  buttermilk  when  churned  and  may  be  made 
into  cheese.  The  flavor,  in  which  the  nut  char¬ 
acteristically  persists,  is  declared  to  be  practi¬ 
cally  its  only  point  of  variance  with  cow’s  milk. 
The  new  lacteal  product  originated  in  the  labor¬ 
atory  of  an  American  university  where  the  pea¬ 
nut  kernels  are  converted  into  four  times  their 
volume  cf  milk,  varying  from  4  to  8  per  cent  in 
fat  content  and  from  2.4  to  3.3  per  cent  in  pro¬ 
tein.  The  cost  of  production  is  said  to  be  con¬ 
siderably  less  than  the  market  price  of  dairy 
milk. 


plements,  food  and  horses.  Each  year  since  that 
day  Hardenburg  has  left  his  island  once  to  stock 
up  on  provisions  and  clothes,  going  either  to 
Onancoek,  Va.,  or  Crisfield,  Md. 

Soon  the  horses  died,  and  Hardenborg  gave  up 
agricultural  life.  He  spent  time  with  the  library 
of  books  he  had  brought  with  him  and  at  what  fish 
and  crabs  he  could  catch. 

The  cold  winters  he  surrvived  without  diffi¬ 
culty,  as  his  supply  of  clothes  was  adequate  and 
the  house  he  had  fashioned  was  snug  and  well 
protected  from  the  weather.  Canned  and  dried 
food  that  he  had  brought  from  the  nearest  mar¬ 
kets  supplied  his  needs  through  the  winter 
months,  and  when  he  was  not  out  exercising  in 
the  winds  he  was  devoting  himself  to  hard  study. 
Occasional  ships  passed  the  island,  but  through 
the  ten  years  Hardenburg  had  no  one  with  whom 
to  converse. 

He  leaves  the  island  much  improved  in  health. 

While  at  Princeton  Hardenburg  was  an  inti¬ 
mate  friend  of  Joseph  Tumulty,  now  secretary  to 
President  Wilson. 


“THE  WAY  TO  BECOME  A  MOVING  PIC¬ 
TURE  ACTRESS”  is  in  “Moving  Picture  Stories, ” 
No.  326.  Get  a  copy.  Price  7  cents;  postage  free. 
HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  166  W.  23rd  St.,  N.  Y. 


FAINTS  FOR  FILMS 

Local  judges  are  considering  adopting  masks 
hereafter  when  they  dine  in  public.  One  of  the 
most  popular  members  of  the  bench,  Judge  Mau- 
rice  Bemon,  while  lunching  at  the  Hotel  Statler, 
Cleveland,  0.,  was  startled  by  the  tragic  actions 
of  a  beautiful  young  woman  who,  after  giving 
vent  to  some  subdued  screams,  rushed  over  to  his 
table  and  fainted  at  his  feet.  The  gallant  jurist 
hastened  to  raise  her  up  and  apply  ice  water. 
She  promptly  came  to  and  thanked  him — not  for 
bringing  her  back  to  earth,  but  for  his  lifelike 
acting  in  what  she  sweetly  explained  was  a  scene 
in  a  movie.  The  cameraman  escaped  before  the 
judge  could  thunder  out  an  injunction. 


HERMIT  TEN  YEARS  ON  ISLAND. 

Norfolk,  Va.,  Sept.  26. — Charles  H.  Harden¬ 
burg,  of  Trenton,  N.  J.,  formerly  a  student  at 
Princeton  University,  returned  to  civilization  re¬ 
cently  after  living  a  hermit’s  life  for  ten  years 
on  Watts  Island,  in  Chesapeake  Bay. 

Mr.  Hardenburg  is  a  brother  of  Dr.  Daniel  S. 
Hardenburg,  of  Jersey  City.  Pie  went  to  the 
island  primarily  to  regain  his  health,  but  inci¬ 
dentally  to  win  a  wager  made  with  a  friend  that 
he  could  live  ten  years  on  an  island  without  the 
companionship  of  man  or  woman. 

His  health  became  impaired  while  at  Princeton 
through  overwork.  Accompanied  by  his  brother, 
Hardenburg  came  to  Virginia,  picked  out  Watts 
Island  arbitrarily  and  took  up  his  abode  there. 
To  prevent  his  being  molested  Dr.  Hardenburg 
bought  the  island  and  stocked  it  with  farm  im- 
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atfish  used 

XX  STREET 
CLEANING. 


In  one  of  the 
towns  of  Oregon 
the  familiar  cat¬ 
fish  figures  as  a 
hardy  pioneer, 
and  a  valued  ad¬ 
junct  to  the  street 
department,  all 
because  the  terra 
cotta  sewers  and 
drains,  especially 
those  in  the  low¬ 
er  part  of  the 
town  frequently 
get  choked. 

If  the  sewer  is 
not  broken  it  can 
be  cleaned  by 
passing  a  rope 
through  it  to  be 
pulled  backward 
and  forward  until 
the  obstruction  is 
loosened  and  re¬ 
moved.  The  dep¬ 
uty  superintend¬ 
ent  of  streets 
had  a  great  deal 
of  such  work  to 
look  after,  but  at 
last  he  discovered 
a  quick,  sure  and 
easy  method. 

He  goes  to  the 
river,  catches  a 
catfish,  ties  a 
string  to  its  tail, 
drops  it  down  a 
manhole  into  the 
sewer,  and  it  at 
once  starts  for 
the  river  and 
forces  its  way 
through  any  ob¬ 
struction  not  as 
solid  as  brick, 

;  dragging  the 
rtring  after  it. 
Th  en  the  deputy 
goes  as  far  down 
the  sewer  as  he 
dertrns  necessary 
ard  pick=  up  the 
Urn?,  whi^h  he 
y>  to  draw  a 

wirp  th-ough  the 
*"wer,  and  with 
th;a  a  rope  is 
pulled  through 
ar.'l  t Ve  sewer  ia 
J/y.r  cleared. 


A  Reaf 
Moving 
Picture 
Show  in 
Your  Own  Home 


NEW 


ELECTRIC 
MODEL 


Read  These  Letters 
Front  Happy  Bays: 

Slmwss  Glesr  Pictures 

I  have  heen  very  slow  In  send¬ 
ing  you  an  answer.  I  received 
my  Moving  Picture  Machine  a 
few  weeks  ago  and  I  think  it  is 
a  dandy,  and  it  shows  the  pic¬ 
tures  clear  Just  as  you  said  it 
world.  I  am  very  proud  of  it. 

I  thank  you  very  much  for  it 
end  I  am  glad  to  have  it.  I 
gave  an  entertainment  two 
days  after  I  got  it.  Leopold 
Lament  acne,  6-1  Summer  Ave., 
Central  Falls,  It.  I. 

Sold  ms  for  $10,00 
and  Qg'd&tr&di  Another 

Some  time  ago  I  got  one  of 
your  Machines  and  I  am  very 
much  pleased  with  it.  After 
working  It  for  about  a  month  I 
sold  It  for  $10.00  to  a  friend  of 
mine.  He  has  It  and  entertains 
his  family  nightly.  I  have  now 
decided  to  get  another  one  of 
your  machines.  Michael 

Ehereth,  Mandan.  N.  Dak. 

Would  Mg*  Away 

for  $25.00 

My  Moving  Picture  Machine 
Is  a  good  one  and  I  would  not 
give  It  away  for  $25.00.  Its 
the  best  machine  I  ever  had  and 
I  wish  everybody  could  have 
one.  Addle  Bresky,  Jeanesvllle. 
Pa.  Box  34. 

Bettor  Titan  a  $12.00 
g&achlne 

I  am’slow  about  turning  in  my 
thanks  to  you,  but  my  Moving 
Picture  Machine  is  ail  right.  I 
have  had  it  a  long  time  and  It 
has  not  been  broken  yet.  I 
have  seen  a  $12.00  Machine  but 
would  not  swap  mine  for  It. 
Robert  Lineberry,  care 
of  Revolution  Store, 
Greenboro,  N.  C. 


itemembar,  this  Is  a  Genuine 
JVSovIng  Picture  Machine  and  the 
motion  pictures  are  clear.  6harp  and 
distinct. 

The  Moving  Picture  Machine  is 
finely  constructed,  and  carefully  put  to¬ 
gether  by  skilled  workmen.  It  is  made  "of  _ 

Russian  Metal,  has  a  beautiful  finish,  and  is 
operated  by  a  finely  constructed  mechanism,  consist¬ 
ing  of  an  eight  wheel  movement,  etc.  The  projecting 
lenses  are  carefully  ground  and  adjusted,  triple  polished, 
standard  double  extra  reflector,  throwing  a  ray  of  light 
many  feet,  and  enlarging  the  picture  on  the  screen  up 

to  three  or  four  feet  in  area. 

• 

It  Is  not  a  toy;  it  !s  a  solidly  constructed  and  durabls 
Moving  Picture  Machine.  The  mechanism  is  exceed¬ 
ingly  simple. and  is  readily  operated  by  the  most  inex¬ 
perienced.  The  pictures  shown  by  this  marvelous 
Moving  Picture  Machine  are  not  the  common,  crude 
and  lifeless  Magic  Lantern  variety,  but  are  life-like  photo¬ 
graphic  reproductions  of  actual  scenes,  places  and  people, 
which  never  tire  its  audiences.  This  Moving  Picture  Machine 
has  caused  a  rousing  enthusiasm  wherever  it  is  used. 

This  Moving  Picture  Machine  which  I  want  to  send 
you  FREE,  gives  clear  and  life-like  Moving  Pictures  as  are 
shown  at  any  regular  Moving  Picture  show.  It  flashes  ... „ l — L 

moving  pictures  on  the  sheet  before  you.  This  Machine 

and  Box  of  Film  are  TREE  absolutely  free  to  every  boy  in  this  land  who  wants  to  write  for 
an  Outfit,  free  to  girls  and  free  to  older  people.  Read  MY  OFFER  below,  which  shows  you 
how  to  get  this  Marvelous  Machine. 

How  You  &an  Qst  This  Great  Movumj  Picture 
Machine—  Read  My  Wonderful  GUtfffer  to  You 

HERE  IS.wliat  you  are  to  do  in  order  to  get  this  amazing  Moving  Picture  Machine  and  the  real 
Moving  Pictures;  Send  your  name. and  address — that  is  alb  Write  name  and  addn*83  very  plainly. 
Mail  to-day.  As  soon  as  I  receive  it  I  will  mail  you  20  of  the  most  beautiful  premium  pictures  you 
ever  saw — all  brilliant  and  shimmering  colors.  These  pictures  are  printed  in  many  colors  and 
among  the  titles  are  such  subjects  as  “ Betsy  Rosa  Making  the  First  American  Flag”—" \V 
Home," — •• BattU  of  Lalce  Erie,”  etc.  I  want  you  to  distribute  these 
I'  -ocnt  offer  among  the  people  you  know.  When  you 
nave  distributed  the  20  premium  pictures  on  my  liberal 
ofier  you  will  liave  collected  $o.00  Send  the 
mo  ^  will  immediately  send  you 
FREE  the  Moving  Picture  Machine  with  com* 

Pkt®  Outfit  and  toe  Box  of  Film. 

of  tbtM  machines  have  made 
ft®**®®  boy*  happy.  Answer  at  once. 
at  •the  first  in  your  town  to  get  one. 

A.  E.  FLEMING,  Secv 

€15  W.  43d  Street,  Dept.  1 15  »  New  York 

•A"*WVVWV! 


PLEASE 

USE 

coupon 


F ree  p&n 

Good  for  Moving  Picture  Offer 

Simply  cut  out  this  Free  Coupon, 
pin  It  to  a  sheet  of  paper,  mall  to  me 
with  your  nnine  and  address  written 
plainly,  and  I  will  send  you  the  20 
Pictures  at  once.  Address 

A.  E.  FLEMING,  Secy., 

015  W.  43d  St..  Dept.  115,  N.  Y 


WAS 


Got  New  Growth  of  Hair  by 
Indian’s  Recipe 

Will  Send  It  Free 

I  am  a  business  man.  At  the  age  of 
66  I  have  a  superb  hair  growth  where 
formerly  I  was  bald. 

I  was  told  by  an  eminent  expert  that 
never  could  any  hair  grow  because  the 
roots  were  extinct. 

A  Cherokee  Indian  “medicine  man” 
proved  to  me  that  the  roots  of  my  hair 
were  yet  alive  after  having  been  im¬ 
bedded  in  my  scalp  like  bulbs  or  seeds 
in  a  bottle,  needing  only  proper  fer¬ 
tilizing.  This  is  said  often  to  be  the 
case  with  persons  who  imagine  they 
are  permanently  bald. 

To  my  amazement  and  joy  new  hair 
grew  all  over  the  spot  that  had  been 
bare. 

The  recipe  I  am  willing  to  send  free 
to  you  if  you  enclose  a  stamp  for  re¬ 
turn  postage.  Address:  John  Hart 
Brittain,  150  East  Thirty -second  St, 
(BB-103)  New  York,  N.  Y. 

OLD  COINS  WANTED 
$2  to  $300  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  of 
Coins  dated  before  1805.  Keep  ALE  old 
Money.  You  may  Lave  Coins  worth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  10c.  for  new 
Illustrated  Coin  Value  Book,  size  4xt>. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 

CLARKE  COIN  CO.,  Box  35,  Le  Roy,  N.  Y. 


Also  your  choice  of  many  real 
valuable  and  useful  presents, 
given  for  distributing  a  few  pack- 
aaron  of  th©  wonderful  Majlc  Dyo  Soap 
Fluke©  »t  10c.  It's  a  sn&p  to  get  a  prea- 
,  ent.  Evarv  woman  wint*  these  wonder-  J 
j  ful  home  ayes.  It’seoeaey  to  distribute  I 
;  these  wonderful  homo  dyes  — and  we  I 
trustyonfullyandhylpyouin  everyway.  L 
SoDd  your  name  and  address  at  once.  . 

FREE  SALES  CO.,  Dept.  10  CHICAGO 


BOYS  AIR  RIFLE 


This  fine  I'.ifle  tree  lor  selling  only  2o  piece;*  o.  oui’ 
Jewelry  *t  10c  each.  Jewelry  and  Rifle  sent  prepaid. 

EAGLE  WATCH  CO.,  Cep EA:»r  BOSTON.  MASS. 


jBANISK- 
TOBACCO 
HABIT' J  ! 


■Sample  Free  ! 

Dr.  Elders’  Tobacco  Boon  ban¬ 
ishes  the  injurious  and  offensive 
tobacco  habit  in  3  to  4  days. Easy 
to  take.  No  craving  for  tobacco 

yin  any  form  after  first  fewdosea 
lend  No  Money  Simply  send  name  for  Free  Sam- 

— -  - i  plo  and  cc - cmg  proof.  < 

a.  WILL  ELDERS,  Den*.  629  St. Jane’}*.  M!e. 

—  ~rn  "IHHJHiu.|inirL 


ririloquist  Double  Throat 

Fits  roof  of  month:  a!-’ 
Ways  invisible;  greatest 
thing-  yet.  Astonish  and 
myst  fy  your  friends.! 
Neigh  like  a  horse;  vybine 
like  a  puppy;  Eing  like  a 
canary,  and  imitate  bird3 
and  beaetsof  the  field  and 
forest.  JLoad3  of  fun. 
Wonderful  invention. 
Thousands  sold.  Price: 
only  10  cents;  4  for  25 
cents,  or  12  for  60  cents. 
Doable T&roat  Co., 60 StaU«B D}  Pcpt.  433  ,Kew  Ycr’s.I!. Y, 


I 


FREE 


Gold-plated  Lavalllere  and 
Chain,  pair  Earbobs,  Gold- 
plated  Expansion  Bracelet 
with  Im.  Vt'ateh, guaranteed 
quality  and  3  Gold-plated 
Rinjrs  ALL  FREE  for 
selliusr  only  IS  pieces 
Jewelry  at  10  cents  each. 

Columbia  Novelty  Co. 
Uop4G6^ost Boston,  Hass. 


|  i^Q  Genuine  Foreign  Stamps  —  Mexico  War 
issues,  Venezuela,  Salvador  and  India| 
Service,  Guatemala,  China,  etc.  Only  finest 
approval  sheets,  50  to  60%.  Agents  Wanted.  Big 
72-p.  Lists  Free.  We  Buy  Sta-’-s.  Estab.  25  yrs. 
Hussman  Stamp  Co.,  Dept  102  St.  Louis,  Mo. 


BLANK  CARTBIDGE 
PISTOL  Prseep"Jid  Only  1 

7  inches  Ions,  real  revolver  style.  For  pro¬ 
tection  »nd  sport,  every  man,  woman  and  boy 
should  have  one.  Order  at  once.  Get  an  Amer¬ 
ican  flag  FREE.  Money  refunded  if  desired. 

L.E.  LEWIS  CO..  1402  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK  CITY 


Brass  bound,  powerful  lenses,  scientifically  ground.  Most  everyone 
needs  a  telescope.  Getthia  fi  ie, large  one  FREE  for  selling  24  pkgs. 
of  Binsro  Perfumed  Ironing:  Wax  at  10c  each.  Send  no  money. 
BINGO  COMPANY,  Dept.  962  BINGHAMTON,  N.  Y. 


FIRST  BATHTUB  IN  AMERICA 


Like  other  great  reforms,  physical 
and  intellectual,  the  bathtub  had  to 
fight  its  way  onward  and  upward  in 
spite  of  the  habits  of  mankind.  Baths 
flourished  in  the  ancient  Roman  civili¬ 
zation. 

The  first  bathtub  in  the  United 
States,  an  exchange  says,  was  built  in 
Cincinnati  and  installed  in  a  home 
there  in  1842.  It  was  made  of  mahog¬ 
any  lined  with  sheet  lead  and  was 
proudly  exhibited  by  its  owner  at  a 
Christmas  party.  Next  day  it  was 
denounced  in  the  Cincinnati  papers  as 
a  luxurious,  undemocratic  vanity. 
Then  came  the  medical  men  and  de¬ 
clared  it  a  menace  to  health.  In  1843 
Philadelphia  tried  to  prohibit  bath¬ 
ing  between  November  1  and  March 
15  by  ordinance.  Virginia  taxed  bath¬ 
tubs  $30  a  year.  In  1845  Boston  made 
bathing  unlawful  except  when  pre¬ 
scribed  by  a  physician,  and  President 
Fillmore  installed  the  first  one  ever  in 
the  White  House. 

These  things  seem  incredible  in  an 
age  when  transient  hotel  accommoda¬ 
tions  include  a  bathroom,  but  sanita¬ 
tion  is  a  recent  development.  A  south¬ 
ern  Ohio  lawyer  went  to  Columbus  a 
few  years  ago,  and  when  he  registered 
at  the*  hotel  the  clerk  asked  him  if  he 
wanted  a  room  with  bath.  The  guest 
thoughtfully  rubbed  the  stubble  on  his 
chin  and  replied:  “No;  1*11  be  home 
by  Saturday.”  The  other  is  that  of  a 
newly  rich  lady  who  was  showing  a 
friend  of  her  days  of  poverty  the  very 
elaborate  bathroom  in  her  new  home. 
It  was  a  sizzling  hot  August  night. 
“La,  how  you  must  enjoy  that  tub!’’ 
she  exclaimed.  “Indeed  I  do,”  was  the 
response.  “I  can  hardly  wait  for  Sat¬ 
urday  night  to  come!” 


WHY  DO  THEY  I 
CALL  IT  PIN 
MONEY 


4- 

4o 


This  expression 
originally  came 
from  the  allow¬ 
ance  which  a  hus¬ 
band  gave  his 
wife  to  purchase 
pins.  At  one 
time  pins  were 
dreadfully  expen¬ 
sive,  so  that  only 
wealthy  people 
could  afford 
them,  and  they 
were  saved  so 
carefully  that  in 
those  days  you 
could  not  have 
looked  along  the 
pavement  and 
found  a  pin  which 
you  happened  to 
be  in  need  of,  as 
you  can  and  often 
do  to-day. 

By  a  curious 
law  the  manufac- 
t  u  r  e  r  s  of  pins 
were  only  allowed 
to  sell  them  on 
Jan.  1  and  2  each 
year,  and  so  when 
those  days  came 
around  the  wom¬ 
en  wiiose  hus¬ 
bands  could  afford 
it  secured  pin 
money  from  them 
and  went  out  and 
got  their  pins. 

Pins  have  be- 
c  o  m  e  so  very 
cheap  in  these 
days  that  we  are 
rather  careless 
with  them,  but 

the  expression 
has  continued  to 
live,  although  to¬ 
day,  when  used, 
it  means  any  al¬ 
lowance  of  money 
which  a  husband 
gives  a  wife  for 
her  personal  ex¬ 
penses. 

P i n s  w  er« 
known  and  used 
as  long  ag*o  3S 
1347  A.  D.  They 

were  introduced 
into  England  in 
1540. 
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HIGH  MOUN¬ 
TAIN  PEAKS. 


Colorado  easily 
holds  the  record 
as  Seine  the  ban¬ 
ner  State  in  the 
country  for  the 
largest  number  oi 
h  i  p  h  mountain 
peaks.  According 
to  statistics  re¬ 
cently  issued  by 
the  Colorado 
Mountain  Club 
that  State  has 
fortv-two  of  the 
fifty-five  highest 
named  peaks  in 
the  United  States. 
The  minimum 
heieht  of  moun¬ 
tains  included  in 
the  list  is  14.000 
feet.  The  highest 
peak  in  Colorado 
is  Mount  Elbert, 
which  is  credited 
bv  the  Unite  d 
States  Coast  and 
Geodetic  Survey 
with  a  height  of 
14,419  feet.  It  is 
only  exceeded  by 
Mount  Whitney  in 
California,  the 
highest  peak  in 
the  country,  hav¬ 
ing  an  altitude  of 
14. ,01  feet.  After 
Mount  Elbert 
comes  Mount 
Rainier  in  the 
State  of  Washing¬ 
ton,  14.408  feet. 
Mount  Massive,  in 
Colorado,  ranks 
fourth,  14,404 
feet,  and  Blanco 
Peak  in  the  same 
State  is  fifth,  14,- 
390  feet. 

Recent  m  e  a  s  - 
uremr-nts,  says 
the  Colorado 
Mountain  Club, 
have  reduced  the 
elevations  of 
Mount  of  the 
Holy  C  ross  and 
Buckskin  M  o  u  n- 
ta:n,  placing  them 
V-  ow  the  14,000 
foot  class.  The 
name  of  Crestone 
ha*  ly^n  given  to 
the  peak  foTiporly 
known  a-;  Three 
Teton*  and  Gla- 
J’-er  Mountain  has 
P*-  ®  n  named 
Wilson. 


M 

Solid  Celd 

Send  Your  Name  and  We’ll 
Send  You  a  Laclmite 

trUl  ”  We  will  send  it  prepaid  rl*ht  to  your  bom®.  V\  ben  I It 
m.relr  deposit  $4.76  with  the  postmen  and  then  wear  the 
riaTa  II  you,  or  it  anv  oi  your  friends  can  tell 
{&.**• diamond;  M$dfcback.  hut  ff  you  decld.  to  bay  it 

-send  us  $2.60  a  month  until  $18.76  ha*  been  paid. 

nr»5t«  rp--.Jj.sv  Send  year  come  now.  Tell las  wblcB  oi  the 
Write  iOtiSy  solid  gold  rings  Illustrated  above  yen  wish 
(ladies’  or  men’s).  Be  sure  to  send  finger  site, 

Harold  Lachman  Co.,  £06  S.  Peoria  St.,  Dept.  2468  Chicago 


HADE 

TOYOUR 
EASURE 


any  way 
you  like,  no  extra 
charges,  choice  of  25 
different  goods,  wors¬ 
teds,  cassimeres,  and  i 
cheviots,  materials  you 
can’t  equal  in  $10  pants. 

Most  astonishing  bargain 
ever  heard  of,  lowest  price 
In  the  world  for  the  value; 
fit,  quality  and  satisfaction 
guaranteed,  or  money  re¬ 
funded.  Shipped  delivery 
charges  prepaid.  Sample 
Freo — Send  No  Money, 
just  name  and  address,  and 
get  samples,  special  measure 
blank,  fashion  plates,  etc., 
all  free.  Equal  big  values  in 
suits.  Agsnts  Wanted— you 
can  make  $10.00  a  day  taking 
tailoring  orders  in  spare  time. 
Write  quick  for  big  sample- 
book, full  information, every¬ 
thing  coro-'ate  and  FREE, *  * 


Him 

III 

111! 


Liberty  Tailoring  Socle!? 


*5 


Latest  Model  cw£tch  a 

Watch  pricessmaehed.  Send  no  money.  Here  it  is. 
The  watch  you  always  wanted.  Gents’  or  boys’  O.  F, 
lizs,  engraved  or  plain  eolid  silveroidcase,  stem  w;!)d  and  set, 
an  ne  ,  adjusted,  regulated.  Satisfaction GaarnntaeiJi 

oq  j 

Special  ©ffert  Send  name  and  address  and  We 
will  send  this  beautiful  v/atch  by  parcel  post.  Pay 
*3. 1 5 and  watch  is  yours.  Owing  to  advancing  prices 
offer  for  limited  time  only.  Free— A  gold  plated  chain 
sodchann.  FISULEICH  VTA10H  CO.,  Dept.  192  Cbloa$o,m. 

«  ^-“Welworth”  — 

*3  Combination  | 

N  MAGIC  NOVEIT1ES  FOR  ONLY  ^ 


VI 


OVERS!  SO  VALUE  I 


One  M  j(tc  Envelope  Any  ca r4.  com,  or  picture  placed  to  (hit  envelope 

changes  into  any  ocher  desired  article,  or  vanishes  altogether.  _  _  10« 

C  Cratkerjack  Card  Tricks,  and  sample  *4  Vof  special  cards  _  jq. 

Ooe  package  of  Jovmble  Ink  Wrninf  cannot  be  read  until  beat7d.  “I  loc 
Oae  Mysiocodc.  A  booklet  of  secret  wrihnf  systems.  Keep  your  form- 
u’as  ted  private  correspondence  aecrer,  write  them  in  Mystocode  _  _  I0e 

13  Curious  Uve  Letters  that  read  two  ways.  Nothin*  vulgar,  but  so  rip- 
coar.ni  funny,  (her  make  you  lauyh  They  tickle  your  joy  nerves.  _  _  io« 

4  Hirh  Grade  Formulas  for  main**  Paris, aa  Perfume  Powder,  Eye  clast 

C  eeoer,  and  7  other*.  All  bif  money  makers,  and  re|ular  price  is  _  __  Sl.Ofr 

°*  °,Jf  ®'C  Trick  A  Novelty  Cataloc  includm*  samples  of  sure  moo- 
*7  iorm\A*%f  etc  .  ar.d  special  bargain  offers,  worth  at  least  __  _  lot 

*.!•*»  ml,  id  »i’h  your  eider,  a,  tnrnlion  where  ,»u  tew  It.  tni  7  — 
Vry*mt  mesticoetf  tbove  sill  be  MSI  >0  ,»u  ponp.ld  lor  oal,  1  OC 


Wei  worth  Cn..  Box  278.  Indianapolis.  Ind. 


MM 


Hong-o-phone  cornet,  solid  ihctal, 
highly  polished.  Any  one  can  play  it.  Given 
,or  selling  2.0  Jewelry  Novelties  at  10c  each. 

1-jgl®  \\  at<  h  Co.,  Dept  3(11,  E.  ISostou.  Mans. 


YouWanttoEarnBigMoncy! 

And  you  will  not  be  satisfied  unless  you  earn  steady 

promotion.  But  are  you  prepared  for  the  job  ahead 
of  you?  Do  you  measure  up  to  the  standard  that 
insures  success  ?  For  a  more  responsible  position  a 
fairly  good  education  is  necessary.  To  write  a  sen¬ 
sible  business  letter,  to  prepare  estimates,  to  figure 
cast  and  to  compute  interest,  you  must  have  a  cer¬ 
tain  amount  of  preparation.  All  this  you  must  be 
able  to  do  before  you  will  earn  promotion. 

Many  business  houses  hire  no  men  whose  general 
knowledge  is  not  equal  to  a  high  school  course. 
Why?  Because  big  business  refuses  to  burden  itself 
with  men  who  are  barred  from  promotion  by  the 
lack  of  elementary  education. 

Can  You  Qualify  for  a  Better  Position 

We  have  a  plan  whereby  you  can.  Wo  can  give  you 
a  complete  but  simplified  high  school  course  in  two 
years,  giving  you  all  the  essentials  that  form  the 
foundation  of  practical  business.  It  will  prepare 
you  to  hold  your  own  where  competition  is  keen 
and  exacting.  Do  not  doubt  your  ability,  but  make 
up  your  mind  to  it  and  you  will  soon  have  the  re¬ 
quirements  that  will  bring  you  success  and  big 
money.  YOU  CAN  DO  IT. 

Let  us  show  you  how  to  get  on  the  road  to  success. 
It  will  not  cost  you  a  single  working  hour.  We  are 
so  sure  of  being  able  to  help  you  that  we  will 
cheerfully  return  to  you,  at  the  end  of  ton  lessons, 
every  cent  you  sent  us  if  you  are  not  absolutely 
satisfied.  What  fairer  offer  can  we  make  you? 
Write  today.  It  costs  you  nothing  but  a  stamp. 

American  School  of  Correspondence 

Dept.  H.D. -884,  Chicago,  U.  S.  A. 

FrT~Jg|J  TB  mm  ill  rirnr  ■  ■  ■  1 1 - 

,  “L—  ■»*»  m**3  Baa®  Baascai 

;  American  School  of  Correspondence, 


i 


Dept.  H. D  .-884,  Chicago",  Ill. 

I  want  job  cnecked  —  tell  rne  how  to  get  it. 

......Architect  . Lawyer 

85,000  to  $15,000  y 

. .Budding  Contractor 

$5  000  to  *10.000 
Automobile  Engineer 
64  000  to  $10,000 

. Automobile  Repairman 

$2,500  to  $4,000 

. Civil  Engineer 

$6,000  to  $15,000 

. Structural  Engineer 

„  .  $4,000  to  $10,000 

. Business  Manager 

„  $6/00!>  t0  $13.ooo 

. Certified  Public  Ac¬ 
countant  $7,000  to  $16,000 

. Accountant  &  Auditor 

_  ,  £2,600  to  $7,000 

. Draftsmen  A’-.  Designer 

$2,500  to  $4,000 

. Electrical  Engineer 

_  $4.00G  to  $10,000 

...  .General  Education 

In  one  year 


,  $5,000  to  $15,000 

. Mechanical  Engineer 

$4,000  to  $10,000 

. Shop  Superintendent 

83,000  to  $7,000 

. Employment  Manager 

„  $4,000  to  $10,000 

. Steam  Engineer 

„  $2,000  to  $4,000 

. Foreman’s  Course 

.  $2,000  to  64,000 

. Photoplay  writer 

„  .  $2,000  to  $10,000 

. Sanitary  Engineer 

„  .  ,  $2,000  to  $5,000 

. Telephone  Engineer 

m  ,  $2,500  to  $5,000 

. Telegrapli  Engineer 

$2,600  to  $5,000 
..»..High  School  Graduate 
In  two  years 

. Fire  Inearance  Expert 

$3,000  to  $10,000 


|  Name . ••••• . * . . . . . . . .  9 

|  Address.. . 


^  A. 


/ 


BtS  VALUE  far  10  Ois. 


6  S^ngs,  words  and  music:  2o  Pic¬ 
tures  x  retty  Girls;  40  Ways  to  Make 
Money;  1  Joke  Book;  1  Book  on 
Love;  1  Magic  Book;  1  Book  Letter 
Writing;  1  Dream  Book  and  For¬ 
tune  Teller  ;1  Cook  Book;  1  Base 
Bail  Book,  gives  rules  for  games;  1 
Toy  Maker  Book;  Language  of 
Flowers;  1  Morse  Telegraph  Alpha¬ 
bet;  12  Chemical  Experiments; 
*Magic  Age  Table;  Great  North  Pole 

_  Game;  100  Conundrums;  3  Puzzles; 

12  Games;  80  Verses  for  Autograph  Albums.  -  All 
the  above  by  mail  for^O  ets.^and  ^  cts»  postage. 


BOIAL  SALES  CO.,  Bo&-  20  ,  South  Norwalk,  Comm- 


WIRELESS. 


Tw« 

Instruments  & 

2  Codes,  with  which  you 

can  Telegraph  from  house  tc 
house  without  wires.  10  CTS. 
UN’V ~-7 gM~  CO..  D EPT.  P  Stamford,  Conn. 


SORENESS  HEALED 


Sore  or  open  legs,  ulcers,  enlarged  veins, 
eczema  healed  while  you  work.  Write  for 
free  book  and  describe  your  own  case. 

L.  C.  Liepe.  1457  Green  Bay  Av.,  Milwaukee,  Wis. 


20th  CENTURY  MODEL  WATCH  S3.25 


real  time  piece.  Guaranteed  not  to  be  a  clock  or  rebuilt  movement. 


C.  O.  D., 


A  written  Gi 

watch.  Send  no  money.  Simply  pay  the  postman  S3 
watch  and  present  is  yours.  Satisfaction  Guaranteed. 
Filled  Watch  Chain.  $1.00  extra 


uarantee  with  every  watch.  Present  civen  with  each 
id  no  money.  Simply  pay  thejiostman  $3.25  and  the 


Fine  Gold 


CONSOLIDATED  WATCH  CO..  Dept  221  ICON.  Walls  St.,  Chicago 


HOWTO  MAKE  LOVE 


(NEW  BOOK)  Tells  how  to  Ge« 
Acquainted;  How  to  Begin  Courtship 
How  to  Court  a  Bashful  Girl;  to  Woo  a 
Widow;  to  win  an  Heiress;  how  to  catch 
a  Rich  Bachelor;  how  to  manage  your 
beautonaakehimproposeihow  tomake 
Your  fellow  or  girl  love  you;  what  to  do 
before  and  after  the  wedding.  *  Tells 
other  things  necessary  for  Lovers  to 

know.  Sample  copy  by  mail  10  cents. 

’  “  ~ 


- — ---  —  - — —  *»  9  r  j  ^  j  iv  vvuusi 

.BO^AL  BOOK  CO.,  Box  9  £■(?•  Korvrsik,  C<ia©> 


Cored  at  borne;  worst  cases. 


Easily  Conquered  in  3  Days 

Mature  No.  1— Shows  how  tobacco  bat  nearly  wrecked  a  man's  career.  He  has  become  nervous,  dyspeptic  and  irritable; 


he  cannot  sleep  well,  has  loss  his 


,  - 5  . . -J  energy  andambiti 

very  little  good,  unless  you  stop  killing  yourself  tei 
advertisement  of  Mr.Woods.  No.  0—  Writes  for  Woo 


)ie; 

ebut  it  will  do 
.  t—Wife  reads 


is 


•p  tceii,  nas  lost  ms  energy  and  ambition.  Vo.2— The  doctor  says:  "  J’m  giving  you  this  medicir 
d,  unfesjiyou  stop  killing  yourself  with  tobacco,"  Ho.  8— Still  a  slave;  Another  collapse.  Ho.  „  ..  w  «,  ,  ...... 

oods ’  FREE  BOOK.  no.  6— Being  convinced  by  multitude  of  proofs,  ha 
ow  delivering.  No.  "I— Hat  begun  to  overcome  tobacco  craving.  Already 
’  ig.  No.  8 — Surprising  improvement;  all  craving  gone  Jilted  with  new 
.  .  ----- -----  ng  anew.  No.  10— Succeeding  in  business.  No.  11— No  trouble  to  resist 

temptation  of  tobacco  m  any  form.  No.  12—  By  clear-headedness, good  health  ana  energy, he  has  now  become  prosperous. 

Would  You  Lika  to  Quit  ToSs&ggo  Quickly  s& ssd  Easily  osid  Essjoy 
Your  soli  a  Thousand  Times  Batter  WisSio  In  Robust  Health? 

slow  suicide  when  yon  can  livo 


STOP  RUITOC5 
YOUR  LIFE 


Why  continue  to  commit  slow  suicide  when  yon  can 
jolly  contented  lLo.if  you  only  get  your  body  and  nervea 
lgnt  “  It  is  unsafe  and  torturing  to  attempt  to  rid  oneself  of  tobacco 
y  suddenly  stopping  with  “will-power”— don’t  do  it.  The  correct  way 
is  to  eliminate  nicotine  poison  from  the  system,  ana 
genuinely  overoomo  the  craving. 

poisonous  and  seriously  Injures  health  In  several  ways,  causing  such  disorders  as 

dyspepsia,  sleeplessness,  gas  peloUlnsr,  gnawing,  or  other  nnoomfortable  sensation  in  stomach; 

constipation,  headache, weak  eyes,  loss  or  vigor,  roa  u  m .  *  * . 

pronemus,  heart  failur~  — '  -  *  *  * 

loss  of  appetite,  bad  I 

cigarettes. 

Here  is  au  opportunity  to  receive  FltLLifi  a  enr!. r ,‘iT i  A! 5 ,  „ 

SSSSStSHiS 


tone, weak  eyes,  loss  of  vigor,  reel  spots  on  skin,  throat  Irritation,  catarrh,  asthma, 
1  F®. t  1  a.n C h o  1  y,  lung  trouble,  Impure  (poisoned)  blood,  heartburn,  torpid  liver, 

teeth,  foul  breath,  lassitude,  lack  of  am-  E3MHB9  EFTaSSv.  ESHPi 
falling  out  of  hair  and  many  other  RYsSsM 

ne  mat  peculiar  nervousness  an 
cigars,  pipe,  chewing  tobacco 
opportunity  to  receive  If  KlLlS  a  enro 


.  *5°??,  th-103.  Station  F,  Now  York,  N.  Y. 

sites  Hoars  nine  'tnulfor  ehimuH/, themselves  nervous,  dyspeptic,  etc.,  by  excessive  use  of  cigar* 
tut  ,  g  r  ,p  pe,  snuff  or  chewing  tobacco,— here  u  your  opportunity  to  Quickly  and  easily  become  your  own  master. 


WASTERS  AND] 
LOAFERS 

“Of  all  econ¬ 
omic  fallacies  the 
most  damaging  i3 
that  which  con¬ 
tends  that  waste- 
f  u  1  expenditure 
and  idleness  are 
of  benefit  to  a 
community,”  says 
William  Feather 
in  Through  the 
Meshes.  “You 
frequently  hear  it 
said  of  a  wealthy 
man,  ‘Why  doesn’t 
he  quit  work?’  A 
man’s  earning 
power  is  the 
measure  of  his 
productive  capac¬ 
ity.  Society  is 
interested  in  pro¬ 
duction  because 
the  more  produc¬ 
tion  the  greater 
prosperity. 

“Therefore  the 
premature  retire¬ 
ment  from  busi¬ 
ness  of  a  man 
witr  ability  to  or¬ 
ganize  and  carry 
forward  creative 
enterprises  is  a 
social  loss. 

“Wasteful  ex¬ 
penditure  is 
harmful  because 
the  world  is  in 
such  great  need 
of  useful  things 
that  it  can  ill  af¬ 
ford  to  have  any 
of  its  productive 
capacity  used  for 


sary  luxuries. 

“All  the  wealth 
in  the  world  be¬ 
gan  from  some- 
gan  from  some¬ 
body’s  savings.” 

The  surest  and 
easiest  method  of 
accumulating  sav¬ 
ings  is  by  safe 
and  profitable  in¬ 
vestment.  Such 
investments  exist 
to-day  in  War 
Savings  Stamps, 
Treasury  Savings 
Certificates,  and 
Liberty  Bonds  at 
current  market 
prices^  These  se- 
cujyfttes  not  only 
aid  in  piling 
saving 

safogu; 


but 

w i 1 1  safeguard 

them  securely  and 
profitably  • 


O'! 


1 


making  unneces- 


f2 
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WHY  DOES  A 
FIRE  GO 
OUT? 

Fire  will  go  out 
naturally  when 
there  is  nothing 
left  to  burn,  or  it 
will  go  out  if  it 
cannot  secure 
enough  oxygen 
out  of  the  air  to 
keep  it  going.  In 
the  first  case  it 
dies  what  we 
might  call  a  ‘‘nat¬ 
ural  death,”  and 
in  the  latter  case 
the  fire  practic¬ 
ally  suffocates. 
The  *  fire  in  the 
open  fireplace,  if 
it  has  plenty  of 
air,  will  burn  up 
everything  bum- 
able'  that  it  can 
reach.  The  stones 
of  the  fireplace  or 
other  parts  of  a 
stove  will  not 
bum,  because 
they  have  already 
been  burned,  and 
you  cannot  bum 
anything  a  second 
time,  if  all  of  the 
oxygen  in  it  was 
burned  out  of  it 
the  first  time. 

Now,  then,,  to 
bum  up  a  thing, 
you  must  first 
start  a  fire  under 
it,  and  then  keep 
a  constant  draft 
of  air  playing  on 
it  from  beneath, 
ot  the  fire  will  die 
out.  The  more 
difficult  a  thing  is 
to  bum.  the  more 
important  it  is 
that  you  have 
plenty  of  draft. 
If  the  ashes  ac¬ 
cumulate  under 
the  fire  the  air 
cannot  go  through 
them  in  sufficient 
quantity  and  the 
fire  will  go  out. 
Other  things 
which  prevent  the 

(current  of  air 
from  going  up 
through  the  fire 
will  cause  it  to  go 
out.  That  is  why 
we  close  the  lower 
door  of  the  fur¬ 
nace,  to  keep  the 
fire  rom  burning 
9Ut 


GREAT 
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CLAXO PH  ONE 
under  the  table,  back  of  a  door.  Into  a  trunk,  desk 
In  School,  any  old  place.  Big  FUN  footing:  Peddler#, 
Policeman,  Friend#,  anybody.  ThlsClaxophonelsal 
small  device  that  lays  on  your  tongue  unseen,  always  I 
ready  for  us#  by  anyone.  Imt.  Birds,  etc.  Claxophone  I 
w'thfdlllnstructlonsalsosetofSecret  Writing^  d’bC  I 
Trlck#,all  for  a  dime.  Coin  (no  stamps).  Address  3  Vr  “I  I 

'CLAXO  TRICK  CO.-Deot  S _ 


$EW  SCIENTIFIC  WOND 


iC.suvm  omjtrgJQ 

SOYS  SKUM^any  dbi'act.  Sse  Bones  I a  Fl6 

A  tragic  trick  novelty  Fbbb  with  each  X  Ray. 

MARVEL  MFG.  CO..  Dipt.  13.  NEW  HAVEN.  CONN. 


T 


O  introduce  our  new  catalogue  of  a  thousand 
tricks  and  jokes,  toys  and  novelties,  we  make 
this  big  bargain  offer.  For  only  a  two  cent 
stamp  we  will  send  you  prepaid ,  9  toys;  a  game 
of  anagrams,  the  1921  joke  book,  genuine  decal- 
oomanla  transfer  pictures,  pictures  to  paint,  a 
railroad  cut-out  (an  engine,  four  cars,  r.atioa 
signal  and  water  tank),  puzzle  picture,  checker¬ 
board  pucsle,  the  broken  match  trick  and  a  mind 
reading  trick.  All  yours  for  only  e  two  east 
Stamp.  Nothing  more  to  pay. 

Send  2c  Today  a^two  cent*  stamp  for  9 

toys.  We  will  send  yob  our  new  catalog  frea* 
Writs  your  name  and  address  plainly. 

- _  —  goo  Soutn  p#erla  Stte»t 

Dept.  9168  ,  Chicago,  III. 


JOHN  PLAIN  &  CO . 


GET  ON  THE  STAGE 

I  Tell  You  Howl  Stage  Work  and  Cabaret 
Entertaining  successfully  taught  by  mail.  Your  BIQ 
opportunity.  Travel,  nee  the  world  ns  vaudeville 
actor  or  actress.  My  great  Professional  Course- 
only  one  of  its  kind— COVERS  ALL  BRANCHES. 
Develops  Personality,  Confidence,  Skill  and  tell# 
you  Just  how  to  get  on  the  Stage.  Send  6c  postage 
for  illustrated  booklet,  "All  About  Vaudeville. •• 
and  occupation.  Write  for  this  free  Stage  Book  todavl 
ERIC  LA  CELLE  Box  557-X  LOS  ANGELES,  CALIF, 


Irederi 


GET  THIN 

REDUCE  WEIGHT  E&SSLY 

No  more  worry  about  your  over-stoutness.  Take  Oil  of 
Korein,  follow  the  simple,  health  -  improving  Korein  system 
and  it  is  positively  guaranteed  you  will  lose  10  to  60  pounds 
or  even  more — whatever  amount  of  superfluous  fat  you  need 
to  be  rid  of —or  this  self  treatment  will  cost  you  nothing.  We 
otfer  $100.00  Cash  Guarantee !  It  is  in  every  box. 

Measure  and  weigh  yourself  now;  watch  the  delightful 
steady  reduction.  Become  healthier,  younger  in  appearance, 

more  active  and  attractive ;  gain  real  beauty. 

> 

This  method  is  also  guaranteed  to  be  perfectly  harmless.  Oil 
of  Korein  is  not  a  laxative;  contains  no  thyroid— but  is  a  vege- 
talized  oil  containing  genuine  fucus  vesiculosus ,  an  ingredient 
obtained  from  certain  seaweeds.  Those  who  follow  Korein  system 

are  astonished  at  the  reduction  —  after  all 
else  fails.  Recommended  by  physicians. 


A  prominent  Philadelphian,  George  Reynolds,  Walton  Av¬ 
enue,  lost  20  lbs.  the  first  month  and  continued  using  Oil  of 
Korein,  massaging  himself  daily,  until  he  reduced  64  lbs. 
Mrs.  J.  B.  Hansen,  Plattsville,  reduced  20  lbs.  in  legs  than  2 
months.  Mrs.  L.  C.  Patrick,  Niland,  wanted  to  reduce  8  lbs. 
and  did  eo  in  two  weeks.  Miss  Ray  lost  69  lbs.  An  Albany 
business  man,  F.  G.  Drew,  lost  66  lbs.  in  3  months.  Many 
say  “fat  seems  to  melt  away,"  or  “measurements  decrease 
like  magic,”  etc.  Legions  of  voluntary  testimonials. 

Don’t  carry  the  tedious  burden  of  unhealthy  fat.  Become 
slender  and  attractive  by  this  superior  easy  method.  Amaze 
yourself  and  friends.  Increase  your  efficiency! 

Oil  of  Korein  comes  in  capsules,  easy  to  take.  Buy  a  small 
box  at  any  busy  pharmacy;  or  the  druggist  will  get  it  for  you. 
Or,  write  us  and  we  will  mail  you  a  box  in  plain  wrapper, 
which  you  may  pay  for  when  it  comes  to  you. 

Begin  reducing  now!  Become  thin  and  stay  so! 

New  Bonk  "Reduce  Weight  Happily”  gives  helpful  informa¬ 
tion.  Will  be  mailed  free  on  request.  Cut  this  advertisement 
out  and  keep  it.  Show  fat  frienda.  Do  not  lose  this  chance  of 
a  lifetime  to  improve  yourself  marvelously.  Address: 

KOREIN  CO.,  NL-103,  Sta.  F„  New  York 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


Useful,  Instructive,  and  Amusing.  They  Contain 
Valuable  Information  on  Almost  Every  Subject 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON  S  C  RAC  LEE  31  AND  DREAM 
BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle  oi  human  des¬ 
tiny  ;  also  the  true  meaning  of  almost  any  Linrl  of 
dreams,  togetli  r  w.tU  chanu.  .  ceremonies,  and  curious 
games  of  cards. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of 
magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all 
the  leading  card  tricks  of  tlie  day,  a  so  the  most  popular 
magical  Elusions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magi¬ 
cians;  every  boy  sin-Uid  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  ilOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of 
flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Be¬ 
sides  the  various  methods  of  handkerchief,  fan.  glove, 
parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  i;  contains  a  fuil  list 
of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.  1IOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  Of  this  itt le 
book.  It  contains  full  instructions  in  the  art  of  dancing, 
etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parties,  how  to  dross, 
and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  KOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE— A  complete  guide 
to  love,  courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice, 
rules  and  etiquett®  to  be  observed,  with  many  curious 
and  interesting  things  not  generally  known. 

No.  G.  KOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving 
full  instructions  for  the  use  of  dumbbells,  Indian  clubs, 
parallel  bars,  horizontal  bars  and  vari.  us  other  methods 
of  developing  a  good,  healthy  muscle;  containing  over 
sixty  illustrations. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KELP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated  and  containing  full  instructions  for  the  manage¬ 
ment  and  training  ot  the  canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink, 
blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— 
By  Harry  Kenn  fly.  Every  intcil  g-nt  boy  reading  this 
book  of  instructions  can  master  the  art,  and  create  any 
amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the  great¬ 
est  book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  KOX. — The  art  of  self-defense 
made  easv.  Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of 
guards,  biows,  and  the  different  positions  of  a  good 
boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and 
instructive  book’,  as  it  will  ttaeb  you  how  to  box  with¬ 
out  an  instructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS. — A 
most  complete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for 
writing  love-mitt- rs,  and  when  to  use  them,  giving  speci¬ 
men  letters  for  young  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— 
Giving  complete  instruction  for  writing  letters  to 
ladies  on  all  subjects;  also  letters  of  introduction,  notes 
and  requests. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETI¬ 
QUETTE. — it  is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every 
young  man  desires  to  know  all  about.  There’s  happi¬ 
ness  in  it. 

No.  14.  IlOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  hand¬ 
book  for  making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups, 
essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BEC03IE  BEAUTIFUL— One  of 
the  bnghles’t  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given 
to  the  world.  Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  be¬ 
come  beautiful,  both  male  and  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING 
PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of  games,  sports, 
card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable  for  par¬ 
lor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more 
for  the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISII.— The  most  com¬ 
plete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  con¬ 
tains  full  instructions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps, 
trapping  and  fishing,  together  with  description  of  game 
and  fish. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  sec¬ 
ond  sight  explained  by  bis  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt, 
Jr.  Explaining  how  the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on 
between  the  magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also 
giving  all  tlie  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— This  little 
book  gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  to¬ 
gether  with  lucky  and  unlucky  days. 

For  sale  by  ull  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any 
address  on  receipt  of  price,  lOe,  per  copy,  in 
money  or  stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 

1G8  West  23d  Street  New  York. 


- LATEST  ISSUES - 

1130  Switchback  Sam,  the  Young  Pennsylvania  Engi¬ 

neer;  or,  Railroading  in  the  Oil  Country. 

1131  Trapeze  Tom,  the  Boj'  Acrobat;  or,  Daring  Work 

in  tlie  Air. 

1132  Yellowstone  Kelly.  A  Story  of  Adventure  in  the 

Great  West. 

1133  The  Poisoned  Wine;  or.  Foiling  a  Desperate  Game. 

1134  Shiloh  Sam;  or.  General  Grant’s  Best  Boy  Scout. 

1135  Alone  in  New  York;  or,  Bagged  Bob,  the  Newsboy. 
1130  The  Floating  Treasure;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Pi¬ 
rates’  Rock. 

1137  Tom  Throttle,  the  Boy  Engineer  of  the  Midnight 

Express;  or,  Railroading  in  Central  America. 

1138  Tlie  Diamond  Eye;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Idol. 

113!)  Ned  North,  the  Young  Arctic  Explorer;  or.  The 

Phantom  Valley  of  the  North  Pole. 

1110  From  Cabin  to  Cabinet;  or.  The  Pluck  of  a  Plowboy. 

1141  Kit  Carson’s  Boys;  or,  With  the  Great  Scout  on 

the  last  Trail. 

1142  Driven  to  Sea;  or,  The  Sailor’s  Secret. 

1143  Twenty  Boy  Spies;  or,  The  Secret  Band  of  Dismal 

Hollow. 

1144  Dashing  Hal,  Hie  Hero  of  the  Ring. 

1145  The  Haunted  Hut;  or,  The  Ghosts  of  Rocky  Gulch. 

1146  Dick  Dashaway’s  School  Days;  or,  The  Boy  Rebels 

of  Ivingan  College. 

1147  Jack  Lever,  the  Young  Engineer  of  “Old  Forty’’; 

or,  On  Time  With  the  Night  Express. 

114S  Out  With  Peary;  or,  In  Search  of  the  North  Pole. 

1149  The  Boy  Prairie  Courier;  or.  General  Custer’s 

Youngest  Aide. 

1150  Led  Astray  in  New  York;  or,  A  County  Boy’s  Ca¬ 

reer  in  a  Great  City. 

1151  Sharpshooter  Sam,  the  Yankee  Boy  Spy;  or.  Win¬ 

ning  His  Shoulder  Straps. ' 

1152  Tom  Train,  the  Boy  Fireman  of  the  Fast  Express; 

or,  Always  at  His  Post. 

1153  We  Three; -or.  The  White  Boy  Slaves  of  the  Soudan. 

1154  Jack  Izzard,  the  Yrankee  Middy.  (A  Stoi'y  of  the 

War  With  Tripoli.) 

1155  The  Senator’s  Boy ;  or,  The  Early  Struggles  of  a 

Great  Statesman. 

1156  Kit  Carson  on  a  Mysterious  Trail ;  or,  Branded  a 

Renegade. 

1157  The  Lively  Eight  Social  Club;  or.  From  Cider  to 

Rum. 

1158  The  Dandy  of  the  School;  or,  The  Boys  of  Bay  Cliff. 

1159  Out  in  the  Streets.  A  Story  of  High  and  Low  Life 

in  New  York. 

1160  Captain  Ray,  the  Young  Leader  of  the  Forlorn 

Hope. 

1161  “3” ;  or.  The  Ten  Treasure  Houses  of  the  Tartar 

King. 

1162  Railroad  Rob;  or,  The  Train  Wreckers  of  the  West. 

1163  A  Millionaire  at  18;  or,  The  American  Boy  Croesus. 

1164  The  Seven  White  Bears;  or,  The  Band  of  Fate. 

1165  Shamus  O’Brien;  or,  The  Bold  Boy  of  Glingali. 

1166  The  Skeleton  Scout;  or.  The  Dread  Rider  of  the 

Plains. 

1167  “Merry  Matt”;  or.  The  Will  o’  the  Wisp  of  Wine.” 

1168  The  Boy  With  the  Steel  Mask ;  or,  A  Face  That 

Was  Never  Seen. 

1169  Clear  the  Track  Tom ;  or,  The  Youngest  Engineer 

on  the  Road. 

1170  Gallant  Jack  Barry;  or,  The  Young  Father  of  the 

American  Navy. 

1171  Laughing  Luke,  the  Yankee  Spy  of  the  Revolution. 

1172  From  Gutter  to  President;  or,  The  Luck  of  a  Waif. 

1173  Davy  Crockett,  Jr.;  or,  “Be  Sure  You’re  Right, 

Then  Go  Ahead.” 

For  sale  by  ail  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  ad¬ 
dress  on  receipt  of  price,  7c.  per  copy,  in  money  or  pos¬ 
tage  stamps,  by 

.HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Pub.,  166  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y... 


SCENARIOS 


HOW  TO 
WRITE  THEM 


By  JA3IES  P.  COGAN  Price  35  Cents  Per  Copy 

This  book  contains  all  the  most  recent  cnauges  in  the 
method  of  construction  and  submission  of  scenarios. 
Sixty  Lessons,  covering  every  phase  of  scenario  writ¬ 
ing.  from  the  most  elemental  to  the  most  advanced 
principles.  This  treatise  covers  everything  a  person 
must  know  in  order  to  make  money  as  a  successful 
scenario  writer.  For  sale  by  all  News-dealers  and 
Book-Stores  If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us 
the  price,  35  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and 
we  will  mall  you  one,  postage  free.  Address 


L.  SENARENS,  219  Seventh  Avc.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 


